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To the Worthy 


\ Thomas Coventry Eſq, 


With his moſt loving Brother 
W GILBERT COVENTRY, 
Sons of the Right Honourable 


| Thomas Lord Covenrry. 


H E high efteem and honour 
(which I'm infinitely oblig'd 

| always to bear your Name) bath 
greatly urg'd me to exert ſome Speci- 
men of my gratitude; although ſo 
mean, that I cannot chuſe but bluſh 
at my boldneſs therein, as being con- 
ſcious to my ſelf, that, unleſs your 
Clemency tranſcend all, this my fond 
Oblation may juſtly require a ſecond 
A 2 Atone- 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Atonement. But your Merits being 
daily as perſpicuous as the Sun, and | 
your Influence too as propitions , are 
fo Infallible Probates of your ( andor, 
that I ſhould aſſert my ſelf moſt un- * 
worthy , did 1 even doubt, but that 
you like Heaven (whoſe Image you | 
both moſt manifeſtly bear) would ac- | 
cept the true and ſmcere intent of your | 
Oblator, be the aG7 mm it ſelf never ſo 


frivolous and contemptible, 


In quo nil yobis dignum, niſi dantis amores. 


Wherefore I bere preſume (as a Can- 
didate of your Favour) to tender at 
your Altar my Firſt-fruits (however 
they may ſeem, at leaſt, imperſee, if 
not wholly abortive) And whence 1 
lIkewiſe hope for your Patronage, as 
being ſufficient to defend this my weak 
Produtt from the churliſh bumours of | 
Criticks ; | 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
'g | Criticks ; The former of which, if 
d | you'll both be pleas'd to accept, and 
'e | orant the latter , you'll tranſport me 
", mnto.an gu TA and more (if more 


- "can be) 0 lige 
J4 
H | 
- | Your molt devoted Servant, 
4 | 
wil 
) 
| 


Thomas Steevens. 
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TO THE 


Landid Reader. | 


Y Genius being always ſomewhat inclining | 
to entertain the Muſes, did by my diligent 


promotion at length exert ſome light and 
aery Flaſhes of Fancy, though truly (I fear) ſcarce 
rightly ballanc'd with ſound Judgment , by reaſon f 
my Immaturity and Nonage ; when this imperfe@ and 
abortive Proautt , aid by many interruptions, at 
length, creep out of my tender, and too too weak (I 
doubt) capacity, Wherefore (I hope) ſhould I here 
expoſe it (how mean ſoever it may ſeem) that the 
greateſt Cenſurers, and ſtricteſt Criticks, firſt conſi- 
dering my Circumſtances , and juſtly attributing its 
Imbecillity to my Minority (Dum nihil ortum eſt, 
ſimul & perte&tum) may not dart on it a Grande 
ſupercilium, and ſo utterly abaſh it in its Infancy : 
But mhether they frown or ſmile, damn or applaud, 
This i my ſafeſt Aſylum, T1 matter not : Only Iniſh 
all as much pleaſure in the reading as I had in the | 
writing. 
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Of humane Frailty. 


An's Days are few, His Glaſs is run, - 
His Life is {pent ſoon as begun, 
And dy he mult, 
A living Maa he proves to day, 
, Fo Morrow but a Lump- of Clay, 
| And turns to duſt. 


He's made of Earth, to Earth he goes, 
| His Days are full of Grief and Woes, 
Which ſhorten Life : 

| But yet he toils for Earthly pelt, 

| Whereby he may enrich hunſelt, 

ith utmoſt ſtrife. 
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i 
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Fo 


A Miſcellany of Poems 
He preſſes on with greateſt power, 
en, that his fatal hour | 
| Doth draw ſo nigh : 

But in the midſt of all his Joy, 


He many times 1s ſnatcht away, 
' And for&d to dy. 


2 3 SHES 


His breath (like ſmoak before the wind, 
Or like a fleeting Cloud) doth find 
-  Ancaly way. 
He flouriſhes ? tt? Morning Sun, 
But is cut down' hke Graſs ere Noog!, 
And fades away. 


ms. co 
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Let's therefore ſpend our time to-day, 
As tho? we were 10 more to ftxy 
On wretched Earth : 
Leſt Fate doth call away 
Before w: are ready for that day, -- 
In vertue's dearth. 


=, 
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Of a guilty Conſcience. 


Las! the Poets Fictions prove too true, 
Who feign that helliſh Furs do purſue, 
And laſh with lecter ſtrokes a guilty Mind, 
Which hath to wickedneſs beer long includ © \ | 
For (lo !) what horrid Terroutrs do ſurround, 
What poyſon'd bites & Scorpion's ſtings to wound 


A | 


uit feviral Orca ms. 

| [A guilty Man! He falls into a tmaze, © - 

[His fiery ſparkling Eyes about do gaze;  - 
e thinks each hour he ſees a dreadful Ghioft, 

As tho? grim Pluto had ſent forth his Hoſt 

To take revenge, and hurry him awa 

To his black Cell, to prove Perditions prey. 

He beats his Breaſt,he raves, he ſtorms, he ſwears, 

And blatters nonſence intermixt with tears. 

is burning, heart doth ſhoot, he's all on flame, 

As tho” HelPs Fires were now already come. 

He gaſps for breath, his Hair doth ſtand on end; 

He tears his fleſh, and doth his Members rend: 

Yet ſometimes ſeems to reſt, and cloſe his Eyes, 

But hence a ſudden ſtorm doth (trait ariſe ; 

And (like a Hurricane on Indian Seas) 

A ſecond Tyde of grief diſturbs his eaſe. 

He fain would live, but dreads (alas !) to dy, 

'Twixt Life and Death he ſtupefy'd doth ly. 

But yet the pangs and pains that he endures, 

Are worſe than death it ſelf, and have no Cures : 

He now becomes forlorn and deſperate too, 

{He now denies that God can mercy ſhew : 

He nothing doth expeCt but fatal doom, 

And a long leries of woes to come : 

| When he {hall ſuffer to Eternity, 

| Sad, ſcorching flames due to's Iniquity. + 

| O what a ſtate is this | what pains are thele, 

Which nothing,neither Time,nor Death can eaſc! 

| O mortal Men ! corre& your evil ways, 

Shake off your Vice before your latter days ; 

That (when Death Summons gives) you may em- 


Your inſtant Fate with an undaunted Face; [ brace 
| B 2 For 


i 7 Miſelayo Prom 
ag For (lo!) what Comfort and what Peace is this 
To dying Men, to have not done amiſs, C 


From whence they take the hopes of future bliſs. : 
Of Beauty's Frailty. | 

E 

F, 


I. 
" A Las! How ſoon doth Beauty fade ! 
How like unto an empty ſhade 

It vaniſhes away 


Without delay ! 


- 


2. | 
Thus th* new-ſprang Roſe 1 th* Morning dew 4 
Triumphs; but ere night bid's adieu, 
Faints, falls, hangs down her head ; 
So ſoon ſhe's dead. 


3 
Thus twinkling Stars do give one daſh, 
Thus Lightning breaks into one flaſh, 
And then the vap'ring fire 
Doth ſtrait expire. 


4. 

Lo! Beauty but ſalutes our Eyes 

(Like Sodow's Fruit) and then denys 
All bliſs, and toucht, to clay 

Doth mould away. 


% 


d. 


%pon ſeveral Occaſions. 7" TAs, 


5G. 
Alas! Alas ! Anon pale Snow 
Will ſit, where cheerful Lillies grow ; 
And thus the faireſt Face 
Will loſe its grace. 


6. 
Each day, nay hour, receives a ſpoil, 
And lab'ring ſtorms do ſeem to toil, 
To plunder beauty's ſhapes 
With cruel rapes. 


T7. 
Sharp Sickneſs Beauty?s faireſt blow 
Doth blaſt when Fevers beat the brow, 
Eike Whirl-winds furious ſtorms, 


Oh burſt of harms ! 


Old Age plows up the cothef Skin, 
And turns a Furrow too, wherein 
It ſeems to caſt and hide 
All Beauty's Pride, 


And when at length ook Death invades, 
And calls unto th* Elyſian ſhades, 8 
The fainting Body dies, 
And Beauty thes. 


B 3 10. What 
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IO. 
What fatal ruins do purſue 
A bright Idea's Front, which do 
Corrupt all Beauty's Joys, 
And plead 'em toys! 


©, 


11. 
Thoſe fleeting charms of Hellex's Face, 
Do witneſs to the World no ſpace | 
' Of permanence, ſince they 
_ Are turn'd to clay, | 


12. 
Go too, thou Fop ! Thy ſelf admire, 
And doat and pride, *t will ſtrait expire ; : 
'The faded Role's ſtate | 
Doth ſhew thy fate. 


The old Man, | 


O! Lo! how creeps the long-liv'd Man, | 
Whoſe time's reduc'd into a ſpan, | 

W hoſe days are ſpent : | 

" 1 1 T ſeek the Port of blils, | 

© 211: 1 f Life it ſelf remils, 
To dy content. 


upon ſeveral Occaſions, 
My only Pray'r, is preſent death, 
O God, receive my lateſt breath ; 
O let me dy ! 
You'll thus exterminate my grief, 
| And to my Soul bring kind relief ; 
| O hear my Cry ! 


My fatal Thread is ſpun, fie, fie ; 

O Atropos, cut off, that 

| May be at reſt ! 

! My Life is worſe than Death; In vain 

I cry for help ; what horrid pain 
Doth me inveſt ! 


! "The Sons of Art can find no Cure 


| To heal thoſe pangs which I endure ; 
O wretched State ! 


| Death's ſtroke's my only remedie ; 
| How glad, how willing ſhould I be 
| T* imbrace my Fate ! i 


| Pandora's Troops do found Alarms, 

| And for my Blood do whet their Arms, 

; And Battle give ; 
They captivate my trembling parts, 

And wound each Member with their Darts, 
But yet I live. 


| ' How oft I've cald upon the Grave 
| With tottring ſteps, my limbs to crave 
Before thus day ! 


B 4 


8 A MiſcelBany of Poems 
When Nature firſt began to faint,  - * 
And with her ſelf all joys did taint, 

5 | And drive. away. 


My Senſes fly, my Spirits fall ; 
ry cms to my ſelf and all - 

PET I am now made. 

I cannot taſte the daintieft meat, 
I can't diſtinguiſh, what I eat, 
» Be't good or bad, 


My deafer Ears are ſtopt up quite, 

Hence Muſick proves a dull delight, 
Cauſe *tis not heard, 

My bleer Eyes loſe their ſight, and cloſe, 

As tho? they *re going, to repoſe, 

| Yet do retard. 


Alas! Alas! All joys do go, 
Andbþleaſure's turn'd to grief and woe ; 
May I then dy, 
So that theſe horrid pains may ceaſe, 
AndTI at length may be at als | 
From miſery. 


Lo! Lo! how like a Lamb I dy, 

Without regret, a ſcreak» or cry, 

| Worn out with years : 

T have now run this mortal race, 

I will Chriſt now in Heav'n embrace, 
Who'll wipe my tears. : 


win OO > tt f. 
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lpont ſeveral Occaſions, 
T ime. brings. all to the Grave. 


OW fleet do Minutes poſt away ! 
How ſoon the Glaſs runs out the Day ! 
The'Morning draws, the Noon puts on, 
e Sun doth ſet, the Day is gone : 
And thus the Year is wheePd abour, 
And thus Man's Thread is ſoon ſpun our. 
And Death draws nigh : 
Which is a Debt we all muſt pay ; 
Whoſe-pow'r we all mult once obey ; 
Sceptres and Crowns muſt yield to Death, 
And Kings, with Peaſants, loſe their Breath ; 
The pious Saint receives his Fate, 
And-{touteſt HeQors change their ſtate; 
For all muſt dye. 


Impartial Death we-can't appeaſe 
With Hecatombs, nor get releaſe 
By all our Sacred Piety ; 
Nor can with threats her terrify : 
But all muſt viſit Charor's Boat, 
And or the Stygian Waters float, 
Whea ſhe invades. 
We muſt once leave all Earthly Toys, 
And vaniſh from thele trailer Joys. 
For Death (O Man) thy ſelf prepare, 
That thou thy Fate t' embrace may'ſt dare ; 
And ne'r for this thy ſhort Life grieve, 
But live to dye, and dye to live 
In happy Shades ! 
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A Farewel to Fortune. 


' Ortune farewel ! No more FHcourt thy Shring; 
Nor ſhall chy Smiles my vaſſal heart combine 
'Fhou fickle Goddels of thele Earthly Dregs ! 
T thee contemn, and ſcorn thy falſeit Leagues. 
Why doth the fooliſh World ſo dete on thee, 
As though thou wext the greateſt Deity * 
T can't, nor will not ſuch a one adore, 
And for thy frail, inconſtaat Gifts implore. 
Thou never conſtant, *leſs ia motion prov'(t, 
Andnow dolt hate,whom oncethou dearly lov'dit. 
If now thou ſmi/l*&, thou ſtrait wilt grimly frown, 
And whom thou'ſt rais'd to day, thou't ſoon caſt 
down. 
Hence Princes (tho' long flouriſhing 1n Thrones) 
At length lament theis Fate with woful Groans. 
All Mortals, whe now Fortune's Gifts enjoy, 
Ee long will know, how quick they fly away. 
T ll theretore ſtedfaſt Vertue's face adore, 
And hence above this fickle Goddels ſoar ; 
Where me her furious Storms cannot injure, 
But Fl deſpiſe her empty Blaſts {ecure. 
Her Onſets PII beat back with Vertue's Shield : 
For VYertue caa to Fortune's Power ner yield. 


Qui 


FA 


upon ſeveral Occaſions. 1 


Qui non eſt bodie, cras minus aptus erit. 


O ho, thou Fool! that doit let looſe the reins, 

| a IJ Whilſt lively blood doth botlin youthful veigs., 

And think'ft thou may'ſt them time enough recal 

In latter days, before thy deadly Fi! ; 

Unleſs thou 'lt ſleep ſecure, and plealures take 

Till the laſt ſounding Trump dorh rhee awake, 

Diſperſe with ſpeed the diſinal Clouds of Vice, 

And cruſh i'th' Egg the priding Cockatrice. 

Begin to day to leave thy evil ways, 

| And todivorce thy vain and ſinful toys ; 

| By long delays tor they'll habitual grow, 

4 And ev'ry hour will greater force bcitow. 

Vice (like Diſeaſes) crayes more rimely Cures, 
And [long being nurs'd] noremedy endures. 

| Hethatnegledts to purge his Soul to day, 

His Vices him to morrow will more way. 

But grant thou may'ſt to Good ar lengthreturn, 

And all thy former ways and tollics {purn; 

Thou can't not tell,but Dearh may ſweep away, 

And- put a period to thy Lite this day. | 
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| =— Non eft mortale quod opto. 


FF ET dotingWorldlings ſeek w** grovlingeyes 
Theſe vain andearthly Dregs,as th'only prize.{, 

Ler Miſers with poor Gold fill up their Cheſts, © 

And amplifie their Stocks with careful Breſts. | 

Let Honour's Minions up to Heaven ſoar ; 

Let Stateſmen pride and domineer in powr ; 

Let Beaury's Darling boaſt of's Symmetrie, 

And joy, becaule there's none 1 tair as he. 

But know they this, they will themſelves deceive, 

When ſuddenly theſe Toys will rake their leave, 

Riches have Wings, and ſtraight do fly away, 

Honour's the Darling bur of one ſhort day : 

Beauty (like Lightning) bur ſalutes our eyes 

I With one bright flaſh,and. then falls ſick and dyes, 

ll - Such vain and frailer Goods I don't admire, ; 

| Nor doſuch pamphlet, trifling Toys deſire. 

l Immortal Vertueis my only Aim, 

| Whereby t all Ages Ill extend my Fame. 

Beauty, Wealth, Honours paſs away (like Shades) |. 

But Vertue keeps alive, ' when Death jnvades, ' 


Us 


F 


4 
] 
] 
| 


3) 


Hic vivimus ambitios2 
Paupertate omnes.— —— 


E pooreſt Irs here ambitious grows, 

_ on by Back now all his Wealth beftows, 
That (like a (72/5) gay he might appear 
T' th' World, dn his Purple (= 4%.x4 preſs) 
And (tho? his meanneſs ſhould theſe thoughts ſup- 
He'll pride, and leave the World the reſt to guels: 
His Outſide proves a Royal Ornament, 
When with poor Food his Belly is. content : 
His ſordid Houſe perhaps is all of Clay, 
And,wants proviſion for the preſent = JTVTP | 
Nay more, perhaps he's o'r-headplung'd indebt,. 
And knows not how from Us'rers Bonds to get : 


* | Thus Beggars fain would wealthy Courtiersieem, 


And eager {eek a Gentleman's eſteem. 


Go to, Thou Fool, | thy Tyrian Robesnow buy, . 
And (tho? thou'rt poor) yet mon of Gallantry.;. 

At length thou (like the priding | | 

(When thou art ſtript of theſe bright plumes) thy: 
"Tis better ſtill a Med»: topurſue, (wo. 
And live today, like as to morrow too. 


- 


ay) wilt know, 


26 
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ui ſuum jaFtat yenus, aliena laudat. 


WE doſt thou boaſt (O Spark) of Pedigree! 
AndclaimthyParents worththyown tobe go 
Whilſt thoudoſt trut(liketh* Aſs? tht Lions skin)P! 
Adorn'd without, but ſtill an Afs within ? 
He's like the Jay dreſt up ? th' Peacock's Plumes, 
= mo merits to himſelf —_— I | 
when theſe trapping Toys zteclaitn'd away, 
He will become a = - naked Jay yi 
Heroick Eathers honour proves a ſhame 
To Sons, when they build or their Fathers Fame, 
And nought perform themſelves, whereby may 
As Rivals of their Anceſtors eſteem.  *' (ſeemP 
Nay more, he facrilegious doth become, © Þ! 
Who ſteals his Father's honour from his Tomb : 
For from the dead he derogates theit Fame, * , 
Whofrom their As doth take his borrow'd name. 
Thus Parents noble Aftions atd Renown 
We/moſt nnjuftly claim, and call our owh. 
If thou then worlldt true honotty pitch aſcend, 
Goto, thy mind r Heroick Yereues bend. ' *' 


On 


apo Jejural Goin. 
On the F ire-Works. 


Is 


ET Earthat Lightning ſtand amaz?d nomore; 
Nor dread a Thunderbolt when Claps do rore, 
inceHeavett thereby itsTriurmphs ſeetn'd to ſhew, 
hen our Great Jove for Joy did thunder too : 

But s ſacred VUMEN brandiſhed no Darts 

Leſs thoſe of Love) to penetrate our hearts, 

W Heaven ard Earth did Rivals prove in joy, 
'henflaſh for flaſh, and clap foxelapthey'd pay, 
e more to celebrate the Princely Son, 2 


4— -—_ 


/ 


þ 


hom (withourdoubr) the furrtre Age will own 
eir to his Father's Vertue as his Crown. 

3ut as the Royal Conſorts view'd the Thames 
Streaming with Fire;how did they/gild the flagtes 
ith facted luftte;}; How the Stars on high . 
Receiv'd a:Ghofs fronttheir bright MATESTY ! 
-Ppangled all &r our:Hemifh I \ 

Echpfed Tapers glimimer'din HeavinsBrowy - - 
gr r th Ai, and brighter' ST'4RS below, 
Tom whoſe kind influence may more joys Rill Row 
\nd may that VIF AT REX"illflame and butd, 
Till Stars do melt; and Fate doth Yread her Urn, 


{1C} 


2 
Y 
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TS. . 


Oxford-Triumph : 


OR, 


The Academicks. C ongratulating, bt 
Grace the Duke"of O's ON'Þ, | 
their new Chancellor... - 14, 


A—— 


a ' 


O more let finding Deluges of Tears 
The mourning Oxford drown; ||, 
No.more let Groans the yielding Air dive, 2 
Nor Thameſis in hoarſer murmurs glide, 
Cauſe/its Great:Patron ſoar*'d above our Spheres 
... , . Toan ImmortaliCrown: 
Tis true his Merits were {0 —_ ſo high, 
That Time canner confound his Memory; .. 
But; Oxford! lo, the Gridging Day 
Diſplays new Symptoms of thy joy. 


| —_— = WF \ 


| Look, how Aurora with redoubled Like 
Doth Nights black Veil diſperſe | 


See 


ws ww 


apon ſeveral Occaſions. - if 

See how the radiant Phebrs on us ſtreams 

With greateſt luſtre his new-riſfing beams! 

The Eaglets winging to th* Eaſt their direQ flight 
Good Omens do rehearſe ; . 

| Þ That now no cries reſounding in the Str4yd, 

\ Fair Oxford's Columns ſhall triumphant Rand; 

| And to their new-made Baſis pay 

Brave Victims of their hearts rhis day. 


| IF }. 
8 Thy Ormond (Oxford !) left thee not alone; 
| Diſtracted in thy grief ; 
' | Thy calm Ca/a/ia may flow gently on, 
FT And fill the Muſes ſport in Helicop : 
| A ſecond Vice-Apolb gilds thy Throne, 
That Day-Star of relief. (ſhew 
Thus Heav*n repairs thy loſs ! Thou now can't 
A ſtrong Palladium, and a Phoſphore too. 
Thy old Meceras lives in's Heir; 
For Merit as for Title rare. 


A (plauſe, 
With how great Pomp then, and with what ap- 
With what ſurprizing joy 
E Should the bleſt Alma Mater grace the Morn ! 
Let bright Apollo's criſps her Front adorn ; 
Let Choirs of Mules ſing the joyful Caule, 
And round Parnaſſus play ; 
Let all Mizerva's Candidates rejoice, 
And let a Morning Ave be their Voice ; 
-hat (Perſian-like rhey may adore. 
Their riſing Sun, their growingPow'r. 
G 5. Ott 
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Oh let the Choriſters th* Vocal Grove 
Their. blooming hopes ſalute ; 
Let *em build ſtately Pyramids of praiſe, 
And fame their Patron worthy of their Bays ; 
Under whole influence they may court theirLove, 
| Keep Daphne in purſuit. 
May our whole 4thers boaſt its Halcyon days, 
And through each Clime diffule its ſplendid rays: 
That all may now it's happy State, 
With Eulogics congratulate. 


= 
yy 0 
; Y 


—— _— 


A Deſcription of a Battel. 


Arch on! March on! TheFoe has ſeiz'd the 
Field, 
And yows he'll dy o' th? ſpot before he'll yield. 
Prepare your Arms (Great Sirs) tt event to try; 
Come on, Come on, let's fight for Vitory. 
Draw up the Horſe; the Foot-men T1 diſpoſe ; 
Fire, brave Boys; agen, agen; have *t our Foes. 
The Drums do beat, the Cornets rattle round, 
And 'Tara-tara-tantara doth ſound. (Light, 
The Smoke (like Clouds) involves the heavenly 
The diſmal Day can ſcarce be known from Night. 
The clam'rous Shouts do ſhake the lofty Skies, 
And thetumultuous noiſe to Heaven flies. 
The Darts do whirl, the Bullets ſtorm (like Hail) 
The roaring Ordnances break a Foil. 


J—— — 


Hers 


Here drops a He&or, there Achilles falls ; 

Here gaſps one, there another half-dead crauls. 
The prancing Steed receives his mortal-wound, 
And, falling, caſts his Rider to the ground, 
Where both do wallow in the bloudy Gore, 

And (Oh!) moſt wretchedly are trampled o'er. 
The ſparkling Swords ccninlt each other twang, 
When Panoplia doth ſtave oft the Bang. 

The Spear-men dip their haſtal Points itt bloud, 
The Earth is drowned ina Crimſon Floud. 

The Conqueror now ſheaths hisblunted Sword, 
Andto his tired Souldiers gives the Word, 
Retreat, Retreat; We now have won the day, 


Let's haſte r' our Camp without a longer ſtay. 


The —g is ſtrew'd with Corpſe; The lively 
Souls | 
The priding Vitor with his pow'r controuls. 
This wanrs a Limb, another wants his Head ; 
Here lies a mangled Trunk, all Members fled. 
The pious Mother weeps her Darling's Fate ; 
The loving Wife condoles her Husband's State. 
What ſtony-hearted Scythian can't bemoan 
Theſe ruins, under which the Earth doth groan ? 
Now ſtately Trophies ſhew the Viftor's praiſe, 
And's Afts commemorate to future days. 
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Of W. omian. 


Nature | Nature | too too kind and free, 
Whilſt thou would'ſt ſcem to Man, and 
pious be, (prove ; 
Thou prov'dit unkind ; Thy gifts did noxious 
Thou kill'dſt him under a pretence of love. (Man 
For (lo !) when thou would'ſt firſt create for 
A Help-meet Woman, thou did'it him trepan. 
She only proves a {weet delighttul pain 
At beſt, and doth his dotiog heart reſtrain. 
She ſtupihes his ſenſe with ſecret Charms, 
And under preſent bliſs brings future harms. 
Nay, when ſhe can a wretched Man once rule, 
She'll prove his Governeſs, and him befool. 
What miſchief hath not this confounded Crew 
Of Women done, all former times can ſhew. 
Who tempted pious Adam firſt to fall ? 
Who Mortals did with curſed Sin enthral ? 
Who Man from Paradiſe did firſt debar ? 
Who was the only cauſe of ten years War, 
When Dult and Aſhes bury'd antient Troy ? 
Who did the valiant Sankey ſtrength betray ? 
Adamn'd, confounded Woman,the worlt of woes, 
The curſed*(t Plague that Nature could impoſe. 
She yielded firſt to Sin, and ſtill perſiſts 
Therein, when ſhe attempts what e'r ſhe lifts ; 
And runs on like a Horſe without a rein, 
That nothing can her wicked thoughts reſtrain. 


She 
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She loves revenge with all herSoul and Blood, 

Hence through Flames ſhe'll ruſh' to kt fly the 
Flood 

Of Paſſhon floating in her angry Breaſts, 

To plague and petter thoſe whom ſhe deteſts. 

She ſufters no reproof and no controul, 

But (like Medea) will i' th* Chaos roul 

The World, and kill her deareſt Darhings too, 

But ſhe'll take ſad revenge on thoſe that do 

Hate, injure her, or (like a Jaſon) force 

A horrid, hateful, diſmal, dire divorce. 

Lo! Women can the worſt of Crimes contrive, 

And hotter, furious Spirits do them drive. 

If therefore you would take your gentle eaſe, 

(O Man!) and livea Lite that may you pleaſe, 

Don't dote on Woman, learn to be content 

Without this'painted pain, and ſweet torment, 


Ce 
Li 
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On the King's Progreſs. 


ET Perſia» Monarchs ruſt in ſecret Thrones, 
And with 'Tiara's vail their torpid Bones : 

Great James our Prince hath found a nobler way, 
Whereby his Subjects may obeyſance pay. 
For who can duly rev rence Majeſty 
That lies enwrapt in Clouds of ſecrecy ? 
(Ixion-like) , we do our ſelves betray, 
When (tho' we know not.) yet we do obey, 
Heroick Breaſts to ſleep obſcure do ſcorn ; 
But lave to ſhew themſelves for Scepters born. 
I C 3 All 
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All 6lent: Cells aſpiring vertue fpurns, 
And through all obſtacles to light returns. 
Black Vice and ſhame may ſeek a lurking Cave, 
But Royal Vertues an appearance crave. 
ThatPrince is beſt, who (like Heav'n's Champion) 
_ ſtreams, | 
On every place his bright Phebeax beams. 
And with the influence of his Heav'aly rays, 
Doth bleſs his Realm, and cauſe Hakyon days. 
How worthy therefore 1s our gracious Prince, 
Who th' World of 's Majeſty doth thus convince. 
Plain:Symptoms too of 's Ch appear, 
Whoſe ſplendour lightens our dark Hemiſphere. 
Hail great'ſt of Kings, and beſt of Princes too, 
Who ſo great Emblems of thy love doſt ſhew : 
Hail Ewrope's Gem, and England's fole Defender, 
Who doſt to us thy radiant Beams Surrender. 
With what applauding Pomp then ſhouldall grace 
Thy ſplendent, God-like, and Majeſtick Face! 
Go to, rejoice, nay celebrate his Praiſe, 
And 's Fame commemorate to future Days. 


MT —_— 


Of the Spring, 


LD Froſty Winter now at length retreats, 
And bluſt'rous Boreas mitigates his threats. 
Phebus draws nigh ; Phebus doth now falute, 
With's ſplendent Rays which dotheEarth recruit. 
The Days extend, fourteen hours paſs away, 
Before the am'rous Ev'ning crowns the day. Ke 
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The muxmring Brooks their Icy Bands do ſhun) 

And in their {olit courſe do ſweetly run. 

The Earth puts off her frozen Cloak of Snow, 

And fragrant Violets with Lilzes blow. 

Each Meadow decks her ſelf with divers Flow'rs. 

And doth adorn herFront with Prime-roſeTow'rs, 

The ſpangled Dazes do now repreſent | 

So many Stars ! th' Heav'nly Firmament. 

The lofty Poplar doth now grace his head 

With new-ſprung Garlands, which before ſeem'd 
dead. 

The painted Fruit-Trees too do fairly bloome, 

Which gives us hopes of great increaſe to come. 

The joytul Fields do ſweetly laugh and ſing, 

Triumphing 1 th approach of th? weleome Spring. 

Reviving Zephyrus doth gently move 

The florid Daffodils ; The Turtle-Dove 

Now courts his Mate; TtWafpiring Lark now flies 

Aloft, and ſeems to beat the azure Skies. 

The Feather*d Crew all teftify *tis Spring, 

When with their variousNotes theWoods doring, 

Sweet Philomela tunes her warbling Notes, 

And to the ſilent Night her Charms devotes. 

Swift-winged Progne hath now croſt the Seas 

Once more the lab*ring Peafant's Ears to pleaſe. 

The Cuckow too calls forth the honeft Dames 

To hear their Hen-peckt Cuckold Husbands 
Names. 

The chatt*ring Pye now builds her lofty Neſt, 

And tends her tender Brood with careful Breaſt. 
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Qld Age now leaves the Hearth, that bright Sohs 
Beam, | : 

Might once more pn her hoary pate now ſtream.” 
The lazy Shepherd feeds his {porting Sheep, 
And with his Pipe doth tune himſelf aſleep, 
'Theſpruce youngLovers now i” th* dawn o' th* day 
Do ſeek their Nymphs, and with *em fondly play. 
Brown Amaryllis in the Plains doth dance, 
And Corydon doth with her nimbly prance. 
Since all things therefore at rhis time rejoice, 
Let Mirth and Joy now be the common Voice. 


—_ 
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Of the Winter. 


Rey-headed Hyems now (alas!) returns, 
ſpurns. 


And happy .dayes our Hemiſphere now 
Our diſmal Globe puts on a Tragick Face, 
And all this mortal Scene doth lole its grace. 
Our Coaſts, that glorious Orb of Heav'n the Sun, 
(Lo!) ev'ry day now more and more doth ſhun. 
Zeph'rus is gone, and bluſt'rous Boreas roars, 
Beating the Waves againſt the rocky ſhores. 
No Philomela tunes her various notes, 
And to the calmer Ev'ning charms devotes. 
Falſe Progne now has crolt the ſtormy Seas, 
Seeking, than ours, a warmer Port of eaſe. 
Th Hybernal Flocks unto our Shores are come, 
Being curſed Harbingers of future doom. ' © © 


The 
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SE The piercing Froſts have nipt the fragrantFlow'rs, 
FE And ev'ry Mead has loſt her Prime-roſe Tow'rs, 
Where the fair Croc was then wont ro blow, 
The Eartlvs involv*d in winding ſheets of Snow. 
The lofty Poplar has now ſhed his hair, 

And 1n obeyſance to the Fates ſtands bare. 

The Riv'lets now with Icy Chains are ty'd, 
And can't i thi {olit currents purling alide. 

A Remora t all bus neſs too is pur, 

The Shepherd freezes in his open Hut; (feed, 
And can't his Flocks 1 th* ſpacious Plains now 


And eh. Ayn Swains from Plows are 
reed. 

Nor can they by their Art manure the Earth, 

Which labours under a penurious dearth. 

Thus Nature now doth ſeem to be difloly'd, 

And th* World 1 th? Chaos to b? almoſt invglv'd, 

But as fair Calms more furious Storms ſucceed, 

As after Day the Night puts,on with ſpeed ; 

So after joyful times there follows woe, 

And Joy and Grief alternately do go. 

Let's therefore not 1n theſe our Ills repine, 

But to the Fates Decrees our Wulls reſign. 
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A general Petition of a School, re-« 
queſting a Cock-Fight of their} 


Maſter. 


O! here /great Sir!) your tender Pupils all, 
With joint-conſent do to you proſtrate fall ; 

Requeſting one poor kindneſs, which from you 
To doubt, an Emblem of our Crimes would ſhew. 
*F would plead our guilt,if weſhould notimplore, 
Authority that bears as well as pow'r, 
Propenſive Will to grant ; You can't deny ; 
Conceſſion (Str !Y/ 1s your chie: property. 
On this Foundation then we build, we ſue, 
Andat your Altar humbly beg, that you 
Would-this once more our ſolemn Games allow, 
And let our Pit with ſtreaming Blood-now flow, 
As heretofore 'twas wont. Hark, Gallus crows, 
Calls us to ſee, and-*s Foe to feel his blows. 
Each obje& to this Royal Match invites, 
As when an Hefoy with Achilles fights. 
True Valour here doth ſtill triumphant fit, 
To bear great Souls we may learn from the Pit, 
No ſmall advantage (Sir!) there lies in it ; 
Since Courage is the ſum of Homer's Wit. 
May you then grant (good Sir !) that we enjoy 
This brave inſtruQtion by the ſport to day ; 
But pardon, if we ſeem too bold !' th ſuite, 
Since they, who fearful ask, themſelves confute. 
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oF Dialogue between Alexander 


the Great and Diogenes the Cy- 
nick, fiating the perplexities of 
Greatneſs with the tranquillity of 


a low Fortune, 


Dzogenes. 
Ail, thou Great Monarch of this Earthly 
Globe :; | 
Fove's Viceroy, hail! whom Purple doth enrobe. 


| Alexander. 
Why calP{ me Great ? It thou admir't my Fate, 
Why doft thou live thus in this ſordid ſtate ? 
It thou affe&ſ a noble Royalty, 
Turn up thy Tub, a Courtier thou ſhalt be. 


Drogenes. 
In this my Tub I far tranſcend your Throne ; 
None are fo brave as thoſe who ſcorn a Crown. 
Nay more, how many ſnares for Princes wait 
What Hooks are cover'd with a gilded bait. 
If you'd your whole Dominions Frant; I'd them 
(As dang'rous Toys) reject, and quite contemn. 


_Alexanaer. 
- Doſt think my Life-Guards then can't me ſecure, 
Who with valt Forts my Perſon do immure? 


My 
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My ſpeaking Eye gives Laws to ſubject Souls; 

My beck the World's important part controuls, £Bi 
J 
MA. Diogenes, 

The ſooner then ſome bold ambitious Spark 

WilMtrivet? Eclipſe your Light,which makes his 
dark 5 4 

For when one Prince by others is out-ſhone, 

He'll try all ſtratagems them'to Dethrone. 

By thoſe how many ſacred Monarchs dy, 

From whom they ne'r expected Treachery. 
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Ale xanaer. 
But-grant my. greatneſs can't enough proteCt ; 
Let me but on thy crazy Tub reflect. 
Can this againſt a ſtorm a Bulwark ſtand ? 
Here thou mayft periſh by a common hand. 
l Should Heav'ns criſpt CataraQts to ruſh begin, 
Each gaping Chaſm would greedy Death let 10. 


Diogenes, 
I reſt ſecure; with wrongs I none offend ; 
Whence nane to wrong me their intentions bend, 
No dire Aſſaſſinates lay ſnares for me; 
I have no Gold their thirſt to ſatisfic. 
No bloody Traytors tempt to caſt me down, 
Thar they might get my empty Tub, my Crown. 
My harmleſs ways do pleaſe the Pow'rs above ; 
Still Innocence is Harbinger to Love. 


Alexander, 


upon ſeveral Occaſions. * 19 
Alexander. 


+ BBut hark, O Old Fantaſtick Cynick Bard! 
Don't Heav'n more its Vicegerent's ſatery guard ?. 


| Diogenes. 
our wore may fail ; Let Heav?n both Patronize, 
You for your Kingdom, me for humbler Eyes. 


 Alexanaer. 
Humility's a trifling toy, whoſe worth 
None recommend,but he, whoſe mind's on Earth. 
That Head's moſt ſacred that can wear a Crown, 
That Hand 1s bleſt that can a Scepter own. 


Diogenes. | N 
Tho? Heav*n may ſeem to bleſs a Prince, yet he\ 
To's joy has ſtill annexed miſery. | 
The burthen of a maſly Crown 1s great, © 
And anxious cares a Monarch's heartſtrings eat. _ 


Alexander. 

This gilded World is nothing elſe,.but care, 
Falſe fear, vain hope, and languiſhing deſpair. 
In what a wretched ſtate then mult thoſe dwell, 
Who Ant*dotes want theſe poyſons to expel. 
I baniſh cares with the Falernian Wine, 
And with ſweet pleaſures I my lite refine ; 
Whilſt Ulike the Country Mouſe) tliou quite doſt 

ſtarve,  elauili yi 4. 
And wilt not of more dainty Diſhes carve. 


Diogenes. | 
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 Drogenes. 

Alas your pleaſure brings a ſting with it, 

And all your happineſs 1s counterfeit. 

Through jealous fear you can't your NeCr taſte, 

No Theaters can calm your ſtormy Breaſt. 

In feaſting the drawn Sword hangs o're your head, 

And reſtleſs cares perplex your Soul abed. 

Whilſt I poor Water and mean Herbs enjoy, 

And with Philoſophy chaſe time away. 

My thoughtleſs Breaft no HeQticks do combure, 

But in my Tub T ſleep whole nights ſecure. 

"Tis better low and ſafe be, than t? advance, 

And mount upon the waxen Wings of chance. 


49 


_Alexapaer. 
But 1s't not brave bare Heads, bow'd Kaees 
command, 
And have whole Kingdoms as your Vaſlals ftand ? 


Diogenes. 


Your high-aſpiring thoughtsthisPomp may pleaſe, 


But on the ground ['d rather take my eaſe ; 

Where neither Wars, nor Fears, nor Fortune's 
frown, 

Can terrify, 'cauſe can't me lowr caſt down. 


Alexander. 
Your Anſwers right and ſtrong ; I muſt confeſs, 
Theſe Arguments do make my Throne ſeem leſs 
aq in my Eyes : For thoſe, who doe 


e Spaniſh Horles) feed on Winds, muſt rue. 
The 
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The lofty Cedar furious Boreas tears, 
When the low ſhrub the ſtorm uninjur'd bears. 
Thou ſafely liv'it, thy Lite enjoy*it ; To burn 
Thy Corple being dead, thy Tub's a Pile andUrn. 
Þ Hence were I not that Monarch ftiled Great, 

I'd for thy 'Tub (Diogenes) entreat. 


My Wiſh 


AY I (ye Gods) enjoy a Country Life, 
Free from cares, and tree from tort'ring, 

{trite ; 
Whilſt others to great Cities ſeek reſort, 
Where nought but gilded Vices we: their Court. 
May I within my native Country dwell, 
And ne're to theſ: my Borders bid tarewel. 
For Wealth, whilſt others plow the angry Seas, 
And for the Indiaz Toys ditturb their eaſe ; 
May I above contempt, and Fortune's Pow'r, 
© In Summer ſolſtice {leep i th? ſhady Bow'r. 

| Whilſt other Patrons in their Forum plead, 
And for a Fee torment their ſweating Head. 
May I in Winter chaſe the nimble Harts, 
And wound the Savage Boar with bloody Darts : 
Whilſt others in their ſtately Buildings reſt, 
And with hot Liquors burn their freezing Breaſt. 
May I at night my C#/ia's Eyes admire, 
Until my Breaft is warm'd with geatle fire : 
Whilſt others on their painted Miſſes doat, 
Vatil their Veins with flagrant Blood do float. 


May 
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May I by night enjoy my deareſt Roſe; 
Until my Body's ready for repoſe : 
Whilſt others toſs awake, perplext with cares, 
And dare not ſleep for fear of ſecret Snares. 
May I in conſtant health fpin out my days, 

No Gout, nor Stone, to interrupt my joys ! 
Whilſt others of their Serpents ſtings complain, 
And (which they get by riot) feel the pain. 

But when Death's iting my Spirits doth ſurprize, 
Let my poor Czlia, Celia clole my Eyes. 


= 
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An Epithalamium, 


WE merry Muſe' doth now my Breaſt 
inſpire ? 
Or what inflames my Soul ? Oh ! Tis the fire, 
That darts (like Lightning) from theLovers Eyes, 
Through which each others Soul its obje&t ſpyes: 
Whilſt (like two cooing Turtles) they do play, 
And ſteal, with ſmiles, each other's Heart away. 
The true El/izm they now claim their own ; 
Whence they tranſcend a Scepter, or a Throne. 
They baniſh cares by tHh' ecſtaſies of love ; - 
Where Venus rules, we need not envy Fove. 
And that theſe rapt'ring Joys may long endure, 
Let no ſad Omens with black Clouds obſcure 
Our radiant hopes, Ye helliſh Fiends forbear 
To light the Torches, and be Dancers here. 
Leave not ye Fairies your Tartarian Lakes, 
About your Heads to whip your anguiſht mou 
Whole 
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Whoſe ſhrill rriſulcate Tongues prognoſticate, 

That ſtorms will ſoon loves knor dilacerate. 

Let's hear no ſhricks of the noQturnal Crew, 

Being Harbingers of diſſolution too. 

Buc |ct each object happinels preſage, 

That ye * th*-Bonds of Love ſurpaſs the Age 

Of old 7 »+h14444 with his ruddy Bride, 

Who. Inſet rurn'd through years before hedy'd: 

Ye Nymphs and Satyrs here your ſteps advance, 

YeFawuns an Graces here unite and dance. 

Let all the rural Deities adorn (Morn 

Their Fronts with Garlands bluſhing like the 

With greateſt joys and pomp toſolemnize 

The Nuptials, that fo tair a pair comprize« 

Let Venus come ; And let old Hymen ſtand, 

And ſeal the knot up with a faithful hand; 

That (Goraiap-like) it may ne'r be difſolv'd, 

Until the World 1* th? Chaos be involy'd. 

Hcnce may you flouriſh in your jugal ſtate, 

:E And have vo cauſe e&'re to repent your fates ; 

Lex neither jars nor frets infringe your joys, 

But in bleſt union ſpin ye out your days; 

Till Deathat length ſevers you, when your Souls 

Muſt wing their courſe up to the ſtarry Poles. 

May Heav'n ſhow'r down it's Manna on your 
Head, 

And bleſs with an increaſe your toral Bed : 

May you (like Abros Conſort) multiply 

Your Seed to emulate the Stars on high. 

That (like freſh Olive-branches) you may ſee 

Your Children round you ſmile, each in's degree. 


D But 
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But bark, O Bride ! What makes Vermilion noy pl 
More riſe in thy fair Cheeks? The lovely Snow ſb 7x 
Is courted by the Roſe to'melt away ; . -- - .. 
Why doſt thou bluſh? Doth Fire oppoſe delay? 
(Juſt like the Phenix'1n her ſpicy Neit) | 
Thou flutter*ſtin-thy Bed : Thy flagrant Breaſt 
Will ſtrait break forth-in flames: Thy ardent zeal 
Thy bluſhing front no longer will-conceal : 

My tedious Muſe ſhall nottherefore defer 

Your joys no more;:nor longer fhall:occur 
Your burning HeQics : Lo! the Torch expires, 
And doth-not flame '{o much as your defires : 
Hence giving you alljoy we bid-good night, 
And leave you to'embrace your Souls delight. 


J—_—Y 


Of the Powder-Plot. 

'Hat Hellifſh Furies do infeſt this Ape, + 

Where Plots', Rebellion, Death and 
Murther rage! | 
Megera and her Conforts now preſume 
To leave'their Seats, the'mbre to-urge:our doom, 
Aſftrea's fled, nor willſhe more be ſeen; - 
Since Hell to Earth has brought her Tragick Scene, 
The Devil ſure theſe projects did contrive, 
For from no other Font they can derive 
Themſelves; No treach'rous, forlorn (atiline, 
Didereſuch fatal torms for Rome deſign. 
No Mzmas e're did'think on ſuch an aCt, 


Nor could ſuch Helliſh Tortures e're compact. 
. 4 Bloody, 
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Ef Bloody, thrice bloody Tyrants ! who would fain 

Thus {acred Purple with black Sables ſtain, 

BE And this great Nation utterly confuſe, 

As tho' this. Realm ? th* Chaos, they'd reduce. 

No time to {often grief by juſt degrees, 

But (like a Hurricane on 1n47ax Seas) 

BM The furious Tempeſt was defign'd t? have roſe, 
Whoſe blaſt ſhould bring a ſudden burſt of woes. 

They'd give no fymproms by a lightning flaſh ; 

But would puff up with one grand thund'ring craſh 

The beſt ot Kings and all's heroick Peers, 

As tho? they'd force themro their proper Spheres, 

Bur Heaven's prudent Senate, mov'd to {ce 

Such horrid, hateful rhoughts of treachery,. . 

© With ſpeed conſulted to prevent our fate, 

K And theſe their, damn'd deſigns t* infatuate., . -: 
Hence Heav*n's bright Beams all ſecret Clouds 

awa Ps 

Did drive,and Night was turn'd to ſpleadent Days 

DK Their curſed projeQs plainly did appear,  _ : 

BAnd they the works of their own hands did bear 

Nor was there cyer any Law more juſt, -(firft 

Than thar fach tempts ſhould foil their Authory 

BE Who dare (like th' old Gigentic Brood) rebel - . , 

'Gainſt Jove, and will not in ſubjeQtion dwelb. 

Goto now (Traytors !) lay your ſecret ſnares, 

Attempt great Monarchs whoſoe're now dares ! 

Angels are Guardians of that ſacred Name, 

And Heay*n provides for its Vice-gerent's Fame. 


D 2 Againſt 
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Againſt falſe Report. 


' 7? Hat crafty Sphinx new Riddles doth 
propoſe ? 
Or what Chimers various ſhapes now ſhows ? 
Oh! *Tis Report ; ſhe is a Monſter grown, 
Whoſe Fangs (like Cadmus Serpent's teeth) when 
ſown, | 
Spring up to arms, and ſtrait do tumults cauſe, 
Contemning Mans, and ſcorning Nature's Laws, 
((hamelion-like) on empty air the feeds, 
And more depends on fancy than an deeds. 
She (Proteus-like) doth evry moment change, 
And never conſtant in one tone doth range : 
But variouſly ſhe out of envious ſpite, 
With her curſt ſting poor Mortals doth backbite, 
She always loves beyond the truth to glide ; 


Whence ſhe to DevIliſh Lying is ally'd. 

For Rumours ſtill by rouling to and fro 
Increaſe (like Snow-Balls) and do greater grow, 
This fertile Hydra (when once ſeis'd the Field) 
Cannot by any Hercules be kilPd. 

O then that ſhe would firſt of all deſtroy 
Thoſe, that for her do firſt invent the way. 


pa ſeveral Occaſions. 37 
Of my Change to a City Life. 


w HY amlT plungdin this Abyſs of woes ? 
Are theſe {O cruel Fates !) your ſecret 
blows ? 
Do | (like Cupid) throw your ſilent Dart, 
And wherethere is nocaule, yet wound the Heart ? 
If Pve deſerv'd to ſpend my hours in pain, 
And never to enjoy my ſelf again : 
Why doth not thunder rend the yielding Skies, 
And Lightning dart its vengeance on mine Eyes. 
That to Joe's wrath a Victim I might fall ; 
Then this would put a period to all. 
But here confin'd 1n cloſe Impriſonment, 
I'm forc'd to lead my Life in diſcontent 
Whilſt tedious hours do paſs as dull away, 
As theirs, who are confined from their foy s 
Towhom with ſighs they ſend their raviſh'dSouls, 
And mount em up unto the azure Poles, 
| No joys, no ſweet Parentheſis of eaſe, - 
Theſe pompous ObjeQts can't my Soul appeaſe, 
Where-Tow'rs and Top-knots cloud the glimmer- 
ing $k 1es, 
And painted Beauty dazzles weaker Eyes, 
If this Men count true happineſs, there's none, 
Where pain ſucceeds as ſoon as pleaſure's gone. 
Ah happy Spark! that courts his Country Laſs, 
'S Whoſe native Beauty needs no paint nor glaſs; 
And near Sabrins's gentle murm ring ſtreams, 
Lies down and ſleeps, and of his fair one dreams. 
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O'then that the kind Gods would deign my Eyes 
Once more to ſce this bleſſed Paradiſe, 

W here pleaſure flows and unconfined Springs ; 
Where ev ry object an Elyſum brings. 


em. 

——— —— th 
iy... _ 

—_— — 


| A Fear 10 a High-flown La. 


y Ad (Madam) tho? your Poets ſeem to raiſe 
Up for your Ex'lenceMouatanies of praiſe, 


Andicign, that you are conſtant, kind, and fair; f{ 


Tl ſwear (by Jove!) they only Flatr'rers are. 
For (Faith !) your fancy d Beauty's not {0 great, 
That it may merit of a Clown a Treat. 
You think your CryſtalEyes do charm each Heart, 
When your whole Fabrick is ſcarce worth a F-.. 
And if you pleaſe to view your Face 1' th Glaſs, 
Your ſelf will ſay with me, *tis all my. N-+-» 
Nor could I e're experience you were kind, 

But (troth) you are as conitaat as the Wind : 
The criſped Waves that ore the Ocean rove, 
Are not ſo fickle as your ſighs and love, 

But don t take ſnuff, tho' 7 now tell you true, 
You're a fine Scar-crow ; Bur what it you do ?--- 
Come then, truſt Sycophantic Pens no more, 
SuppreſSyour Pride, and your defeCts deplore: 
For if you do believe each jawnmng Fop, 

(By Jove) you are as {cniclels as a Sop. 


To 


apo Fveral Occoſtn 
'To.bs V alentine. 


on when you from Fortunes Ura did 
raw 

My Name, as yours, you gave a double Law. 
Your Beauty did one Obligation lay, .- 

Your Highneſs did tranſport me quite away ; 


39: 


 Þ That one fo meritorious and divine, 


e B Should have ſo mean, ſo low a Valentine. 
; { The thundring Monarch of th? Immortal Crew 


Had been a-fitter Valentine for you. 


r Bf Blind Fortune's hand did erre, elſe with a kiſs 


Great Jove from Heav'n had you ſaluted his. 

Ah Chance! why did'it fo fair a Nymph degrade? 

Why did the Lot of Heay*n her hand evade ? 

Can I thoſe ſacred. merits parallel, 

Which all the Fabricks upon Earth excel ? 

Thus (Fortune) thy promiſcuous hand dath love 

To mix poor Mortals with the Pow'rs above |! 

But _— (fair Madam!) Chance ſo ruld your 
ot ana, 

And you vouchſaf d your unmeet Lot to ſtand, 

This meaner Sacrifice (pray) don't refuſe, 

Which at your Altar for acceptance ſues, 


D 4 The 


4 Miſcelliy of Poems 
The Adtemorandum. 


Ince you, i Dear Soul! by envious Fate's 
x ) decree exb 19 


Muſtleave. our Coaſts,' and (like an Eagler ) fleb | 


To ſome bright, beautequs Sphere; take this with 
you, 


And place it there, where lies a heart, that's true, 


As mine, from whence it. came ; There let it reſt, 

And baniſh black Oblivion from your Breaſt : 

That you may ne're our former Leagues diſown, 

Tho? ſeparation doth make two'of.one. 

Long abſence breeds a ſhiv ring cold in love, 

And (Ague-like) doth ardency remove. 

Hence by experience we too often find, 

That abſent Darlings ſoon flip out of mind. 

May you then this Memento bear along, 

Which [ſeal d with heart]: ſhew's.no perfidious 
Tongue. | | rot | 

It bear's ſincere AﬀeQtion's ſtamp and coin, 

And (like the purging Mint) doth droſs diſdain, 

Thus naw my Z-al a fond Oblarion brings, 

Till preſence pays more ſtately Offerings. . 

But whenſoe?r your vacant Eyes ſhall ſeg 

This monumental Verſe, Remember me. 
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upon ſeveral Occafint. 44 
Too much of School,” \ 


Urſt Fate ! How long wilt thou me doom te 
Schools ? | 

| Muſt I ner mount above the of Fools, 

Who ſcarce their Alphabet can ſcrutinize, 

Valeſs the Feſtraw guide their roving Eyes? - 

Both Latin, and Greek Authors I have read; 

And know in higher Elements ta tread ; 

Yet read I may, and read, and-read again, : 

And when all 's done, my labour. proves but vain: 

For no ſublimer ſteps I can aſcend; 

My long Beginning's like to wantan end. 

Within the School's ſevere and diſmal Call 

(As an Impriſon'd peccant) I muſt dwell, 

And ſpend my Age in vain : I plow the Sands, 

And waſh the Black'moor's Head with fruſtrate” 

hands. 4d b 4+Q 

For progreſs now ly's dead ; no-pains, no:ſwellt 

vince what.I've learnt already I repeat. tri 

But hence l toſs difturb?d, I take no eaſe, 

The oft-boy I'd Crambe doth my docm incr 

'I'wixt Liie and Death (like Tztyws) I do ly, 

And wiſh a clear Reprieve, or quite to dy. 


: 
SS 


An 


44 AMicellany of Poeme 


@ An Epilag #8 10. gn-old Play, as it 
as aired by C ountry Bumkins. 


"Tis time our Theatre ſhoutd be at eaſe: 
Since you have'ſeen, what we poor Swains can do, 
How agterts play the Fool as well as you. | 
But the*perh on {om Criticks damn our Play, 
And {weary 'that-we ourignorance betray ; 
Yet with theſe thoughts it may more currant paſs, 
Us defirit uires, tamin. eft laudanda voluntas. 
"Twas Fame (tho'not hereby (we fear,) a __ d) 
That then'theſe our fantaſtick Souls infpir'd. 

We dorlt exhauſt your Purſe; Hence we have 
$ pr roy )to challe plauſe 
/Sines not. your n) to cha your appiaule. 
But fince o* th” Comick Scene age your ap brow 

To kill the Players doth now Cloudy grow : 
We go to celebrate-our nuptial rites, | 


Oz Play is done; ConcoRt i it,as you pleaſe; 


And then to crqp the Lover's ſweet delights, 
For wikch prepare a Joy, and 0 good night, 


—_—_ 


cd « wET'y Y 246 toes A I — 


£2 2 very accomplif 1 Lay. 


E pleagd (Dear Madam | ') theſe ſubmiſhve 
* lines 
1” accept, which do triumph 1a their deſigns. 


Q 


pore ſeveral Occaſions. 41 

0 kindeſt Heav'ns ! O moſt propitious Fates ! 

0 proſp'rous Stars! Q to too joyful States ! 

The Phenix now has left th' Arabian ſhores, 

And in our Hemiſphere aloft now ſoars ! 

A Heav'n-bred Goddeſs now deſcends on Earth, 

And raviſhes the World in Beauty's dearth, :\ | 

Heav'n hath her charming Yexws now diſtilVd, 

_ _ Beams my heart with bliſs have 
b 

My Soul (fair Charmer) gluts ir felf with joys, 

E'r ance it felt the comfort of your rayes. 

Heav*n's Monarch did his greateſt bleſſing ſhew, 

When he bleſt my Eyes withHeav'n*s darlingyou: 

But if Jove ſhould ſuch gifts more oft beſtow, 

The priding World would too roo happy grow, 

Nay two Heav*ns there would be of equal bliſs 3 

And th? envious Gods would ſometimes viſit this. 

You (Dear Nymph !) the true Elyſium prove, 

Fair as Venus, kind as the Turtle-Dove. 

The Golden Age doth now rerurn in you; 

You (like the Day-ſtar) happy times renew. 

Old baniſh*d Piety has found a ſhore, 

In your fair Breaſt, where lyes all vertue's ſtore. 

Heav*n's ſpangled roof too glitters in your Eyes; 

You, are our Jewel, and our choiceſt prize ; 

With whom (I vow) no merits upon h; L 


Can parallel, for Beauty, Wit, or Birth ; 

Weall can put no prize upon your worth. | 
But Sol ſhall freeze,and Night's pale Goddeſs burn, 
The ſolid Globe into its Chaos turn, 
Ere Þll deſiſt your Beauty to adore, 

And for your Bleſſing Caador tq implore. p 
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"OA Dream 


DAE: :\;- 

\ Hen Moyphews laſt Night clos'd my flum- 
bring Eyes, d 

And ſleepy vapours did my Brain ſurprize, 
How did my aQtive Soul choſe you her Theam, 
On-which ſhe might inſiſt 1a golden Dream. 
Lre'lly thought. (the Heav*ns to me being kind, 
That. pus theſe charming Amours in my mind.) 
Whilf I Pajnaſſus forked top did ſeek, 
I found you flumb'ring in a ſilent Creek 
Near to the Muſes Helicon; Where I 
With bended Knees firſt pay'd my obſequy ; 
And then being ſhot with Capid's Fiery Dart, 
I ſought rheJoys Which Beauty's Charms impart, 
I proſtrate fell upon your Snowy Breaſt, 
Where ſtrait my raviſh'd Soul did ſeize her Neſt, 
Congratulating both our proſp'rous Fate, 
We lay ſome Minutes in that joyful ſtate ; 
And then O how grear bliſs my Soul poſleſt, 
Being with your kind and ſweet embraces bleſt. 
But whil{F the dawning Morn CAvrors brings, 
My hvely Soul return'd with hov'ring wings, 
And ſtrajtto;me rehearſt her rapt”ring joys, 
How ſhehad'peſt into th' E/ ays. 
And if my Body had fromAleep been freed, 
I'd thought that dreams and truth had now agreed, 


But tho? it did afancy'd Image prove, 
It may (khppe) portend ro me your love. 


Mr, 


iy. 
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upon ſeveral Occaſions. ©. 45 
Mr. Pye, .. 


Ell me, O tell me (Sir !) the reaſon, why 
Your glutted Eyes, not Stomach didideny( 

T hat tempting bait of ChriſtmgGueſtscall*dPye: 
Was't Temp'rance : No twas rather Modeſty. 
Modeſty's Mean (I muſt confeſs) is-good'; ' **- 
But Modeſty's extream is ill purſu'd. Y WO 
Thus when t' her dictates you't? obedient prov'd, 
The Mouth deny'd that which the Center lov'd. 
But werenot you with tinyProus thoughts poſleſt? 
And did ſtrange Chimera's ſhake your Breaſt. 
Whereas you late'near an Enormous Bug, 
Who empty'd one to fill a greater Mug. Ybt 
ExpeC therefore, nor don't reſponſe you've done; 
Before you plainly ſe all Courſes gone : . 
Nor (like an Aſs) put up your Inſtrumear, 
Leſt you too late again the deed repent. 


Onto a very fair Lad though 
ſomewhat frecked. 


Eauty (Dear Madam !) is the Poet's Theam, 
Religion's Idol, and the Lover's Dream. 
*1'is you are Beauty's Darling, Beauty's Joy, 
Who need not Art, nor ſuch an idle toy 
To force out Loye, and wound a doting heart; 
But real Beauty grace's ev'ry part. n 
our 
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Your Cheeks (like Peacock's brighter Plume) 
do ſhine, | 

Compos'd of Metals of a diverſe mind. 

For (lo!) therein the Snowy Lilies grow, 

And Crimſon Roſes intermixt do blow. 

Thoſe neater marks which on your Front remain, 

Do not deface, but proye a charming ſtain : 

Nay kinder Nature ſeems to place *em there 

As Stars and Lights to govern Mortals here. 

Your Face is Heaven's Starry Firmament, 

On, which Aſtronomers may now content 

Themſelves 10 gaze, and you alone admire, 

Who influence the Earth, and govern higher. | 

Hence did;not Phabe ſometimes cloud her light, 

And ſeem to frown and fume i? th* o*recaft Night, 

I ſhould havethought that you had ſoar*d up there, 

And ruld, your Chariot in the Heav*nly Sphere. 

What Monarch can't ſubje&his Throne toyou, 

And to ſo fair a Nymph give honour due ? 

"Tis ſtrange, great Jove doth not his Juno leave; 

That he might mortal Swains of you bereave, 


Whoſe Charm's ſo ſtrong, that Heav'n and Earth 


would prove, | 
Sad, deſprate Riyals, vying for your love. 
To what intent did Nature you create 
Of her refined Clay, and choiceſt State, 
Ualeſs to charm all mortal hearts aſleep, ©. 
To wound the Gods and penetrate the deep #. .- 


Yet whocairt chooſe, but prove and witneſs this, 
That you through Beauty are the Spring of bliſs ? 
From whom (as from a Fountain) do proceed + 
Thoſe golden ftreams,which all true joys do breed-- 


And 
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IE rea | -- jf duo 
And may thoſe: happy ms.inyo60 1hkf low; 
And may thoſe :oheerful Lilkesdg you'blow \ - i 
And may thoſeRoſes planredia your Face! ' 
Appear moſt trebh, 'and never doſe their grace ;- 
As long as' Pherlws'talts the bezgtebus'day; i! - 
And Phebe douh/by night her:ways difpley '- / 
As long as Arias bears the Heawoly fpheyes 2 
- long as _—_ Croww _ Scopter hears, /- 
That happy, 'bleſt;and good that Man may prove, 
Who ſhall enjoy Chi few w des s | bo 
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PF Thad Daddeaz Wings, my flight oO 

Pd take, and ſee my, Fair One-ev*ry night: 
'd in the ity Manſions ar aloof, 

And emulate fair Heaven's ſpatigled roof. 

No Phebus then to melt my waxen plume, 

I'd nor (like Icarus) receive my doom. 

Pd ſtrike the top of our bright Hemiſphete, / 

Aid bring down'Starry Venus for-my Deat 1 » 

With which I'd (like an Eagle) polt away; 

And offer to my Celiathis my?Prey ; 

And when t* her happy Window T was-come | 

(Being with my rapOPring joys now ſtricken damb) 

Pd (like the burning Phenix) ſtraitbegin © 

To flutter till my Phenix let mein; © 

But when ſhe had the paſſage foon made clear, 

Pd on my'hov'ring Wings falutemy Dear, | 


- 


And 
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And give to her this Emblem of my love, 

To Venus Venus, and both from above. 

My bright: /des's arms I'd then enjoy, 

And -*bout her ſnowy neck _—_ diſplay ; 
I'd from her Lips too gently ſteal a kiſs, 

And then congratulate our Heav?nly bliſs. 
(Like two kind Turtles in the Myrtle ſhades) 
We'd coo and bill, vntil the: Morn invades. 
But when Arora brings on Phebss ray, 

And Phoſphorus leads on the hateful day, 

And thence breaks off our amours, | would ſcal 
VUp with ten thouſand kiffes t? her my zeal; 
And then I'd to my former ſeats away ; 

So till next night adieu unto'my Joy. 


_—_— —_—_— _ — a _— ay IS 


— 


— 


Requeſting a Letter from bis _ 
Miſtreſs. - 


S when the long-toft Ark could find no ſhore, 
The Dove was ſent to view the waves once 
more ; 
Till then with tyred Wings the Pledge of Peace, 
She brought, and Harbinger®d the waves decreaſe, 
So now being wrackt 1' th? raging Sea of love, 
My heart implores your hand to play the Dove, 
And grant the Olive-Branch wrapt in one line, 
Thar 1 may hope for Peace, whilſt Pm till thine: 
Then ſhall no heart ? th? world be found more true 
Than mine;to that bright, charming Goddeſs " 


1 


—_— 
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The" Nightingale. 


Isband (O Wizter !) this thy ſable dreſs, 
Let florid Garlands new-ſprung. joyes 
expreſs ; sf 
The Golden Age returns with ſpeedy Wing, 
And we ſhall now enjoy Eternal Spring. 
Laſt night I, heard ſweet Philomela tune 
Such warbling notes,that even charm'd the Moon. 


HerSyrens Voice made Heaven's Choirs giveear; / 


Such charming and {ſweet melodies to hear.  -. 
She (like Amphion) made each Tree to dance, 
And ev'ry {miling Stone to give a-glance. .. 

"© Here was th* Empyrewm of {(weet harmony, 
Whoſe Flaſhes high-born Fancies did how 
Whoſe flouriſh (meteor-like) did curl the air, 
Trembling like {weet 4polo's gilded hair. 

Her quav'ring Voice did up to Heaven rove,: 
Whilſt ſhe ſang forth the ſweeteſt cares of love; 
The Winged People of the Skies can't ng 

Such well-tur'd Anthems totheir Heav'nly King, 
As thoſe, which this ſweet Philomels gave, 
Which charm'd the Gods,and did my Soulenſlave. 


E Unto 
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Unto a Gentleman very ftritly 
confining my Muſe. 


Hen Eagles Wings are clipt, how cag 
they ſoar, | 
And gate 4 -th* nearer Beams with daunticels 
wr i | 
| Should Hills 6ppoſe, how could vaſt Nile flow, . 
And with its ſtreams make egypt fruitfal grow?” 
When Fancy is deny'd her tow'ring flight, | 
How cafia Poet pught (but non-ſenſe) write ? 
Since. ſhe<dcliphts to wave her frothy Oar : 
In the vaſt'Seas, 'that's bounded with no ſhore. ' 
She loves'to wing away from her own ſource, 
And ſevrnsall Obſtacles that top her courſe. 
No more 1etFops thea bound a Poct's Wit, v 
Leſt they themſelves bejuſtly dama'd for at; + 
When-the Abortive ProduQt doth ar, 1971 
Which their confinement made the Poet bear. - - 
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A very patbetical Poem to a 
Toung Lady. 


RJ Hat —_— Gales did breath upon my 
alts 
Whulſt love was haven'd without uſual toils ? 


How 


wid you ſteal my heart, 
MT at me ſeem to dart ? 
Your Cry! dic ight (like Stars) appear, 
Whoſe gols enlighten'd our dark Hemiſphere. 
Grany- = (Dear Madam !) but your charming 
and, 
And you ſhall have my heart at your command. 
My Soul and Body would grow proud, if they 
Could but attain your Mandate to obey. 
To ſerve ſo fair a Nymph is not a doom, 
But Heav'n on Earth as well as Heav*n ro come. 
Ifth' enviousFates ſhould tormand proveunkind, 
And we from mutual Amours be confin'd, 
(Like Heav*n's Monarch) I'd break the ſtrongeſt 
Towrs, 

T' imbrace my Danae in golden ſhow”rs. 
I'd with Leander crols the ſtormy Seas, 
That you, my faireſt Hero, I might pleaſe. 
If Heath'niſh Crews my living Maſs ſhould burn, 
If | were headlong thruſt into my Ura, 
And (like Mezentius) were interr'd alive, 
Againſt the ſolid Globe of Earth I'd ſtrive ; 
Th'eſtabliſh'd Laws of Nature I would croſs, 
Nor ſhou'd th* Elyſ;an toys repair my los. 

ike Jove to's Semele.) I'd rile again, 

0you in Thunder to expreſs my pain. 
LightningSparks ſplendent (like your lovely eyes) 
dnou'd be my Pages, and the Angels ſpies. 

he airy Spirits ſhould my Servants ſtand 

0 wait on me, who wait to kiſs your hand. 
Lour ſacred Deity (I know) can bear 
theſe radiant Trains without the leaſt of fear. 
E 2 


In 
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In your imbraces I'd conſume the'day, 
And then at Night I'd ſoar the Milky way. 
Now an Amphibwus Creature I ſhould grove, 
And live part here below, and part above. 
But when you had ſpun out your fatal thre, 
I'd lead you to th* Elyſium of the dead ; 
Where we in ſhades with claſped arms would ly, 
Imbracing Bliſs to all Eternity. 


T he Change. 


Once admired Beauty's charming pow, 
And dreamed on my Fair One ev'ry hour : 
But now ſince I'm the objett of her ſcorn, 
Than which I'd rather death it ſelf have born ; 
| Farewel the Follies of a gilded Brow, 
Where Crimſon Roſes, and fair Lilies grow ; 
Which (like the Damask Jewels) fade away, 
And flouriſh, fall, and dy, all in one day. 
Thus VyYlets bluſhing on the Morning Sun, 
Do hide their Heads before his courſe be done. 
If T on Beauty have a mind to gaze, 
T'llhave that mine,which ſo ſhort time ſhan't raze. 
Agyptian Monuments ſhall be my Bride, 
Which don't (like Women) glory in their Pride: 
Or elſe to Heaven Pl! attoll my Eyes, 
And there admire the glory of the Skies ; 
With which there's none on Earth can parallel, 
VWhulſt glittring Stars the faireſt Eyes excel, 


S( 


upon ſeveral Occaſions. F3 
So fair a Front no Earthly Phenix wears, 
As Phebe doth riding ? th? lofty Spheres. 
No Earthly Beauty then I'll more adore, 
Nor e're for Beauty's faireſt Queen implore : 
The ſpangled Heaven ſhall my Miſtreſs be, 


To which Pll tend my cries, and bend my knee, 


—_— 


De _ — 
% — — — 


Acroflicks. 
On M* Bridget Wood. 


B oaſt th happy World of theſe Halcyon days, 
R iſing from you the native ſpring of joys. 

I n you the fainting World begins to move, 

D rowning all cares ! th? Ecſtalies of love. 

G reat-Britain's ſhore a Paradiſe became, 

E re fince kind Heaven bleſt it with your name ; 
T his is our blazing Star, our Nation's Fame. 


W itty, brisk, kind, and fair, nay Pious too 

(0 Heav'ns!) youare: Who merits thus like you? 
OD Muſes Darling, Hail ! Hail, Beauty's gem, 

" D ropt to Earth from Heav'n in a golden dream. 


/ 


OY 
On Madam Frances Boſworth, 


F arewel to frowning Natute's Tragick Face; 
R eſplendent Beauty now the Scene doth grace. 
A Venus lightens our dark Hemiſphere, 

" N or doth ſhe leſs than Heaven's pow'rs appear : 
C onfinement only to theſe Earthly toys 

E clipſes (Madam !) your Caleſtial rayes : 

S eize Heav*n,and you ſhall have Immortal praiſe. 
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B eauty's chief Idol, and true vertue's gem 

(O Heav'ns |) you prove,and honours noble ſtem, 
S erener Nature all her gifts did heap, 

W. hen you her deareſt Darling ſhe did ſhape ; 
O r (like Apeles) the whole World did fleece ; | 
R <joycing to make you her Maſter-piece. 

T he Heav'ns triumph in theſe too happy days, 
H ail, faireſt Phenix, and the Font of joys. 


upot ſeveral Occafims. @— xg 
On Madam Anna Cole. 


Shift /O _ the ſubject is too high 
For fuch a ruſtick ſilly Swain as 1. 


A ll former times your worth(DearMadam)ſhew; 
N 0 ſacred Nymph was e're ſo fair as you. 

N ot Gyeece may charming Helez more admire, 
A fairer Venus doth our Souls inſpire. 


C an't this tho' ſeem a grand myſterious truth, 
0 nce that a Cale ſhould prove fa fair forſooth;: 
L 0! candid Lilies in this Cole do blow ; 

E ach lovely part appears like driven ſaow. 


If this poor piece my meanneſs hath betray'd, _ 
(Fair Madam!) pardon, *cauſe you were obey'd- 


p 
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Anotber-on: Madam Frances 
Boſworth. 


F rom Beauty (Madam!) flows your Poet”s theam, 
R cligion's Idol, and the Lover's dream. 

A fairer Nymph the World did never know, 

N or could the the' Heav?ns a greater gift beſtow 

C onceding you, then'when they bleſt our Coaſts, 
E ach charmed heart ſince of your influence boaſts. 
$ ure Nature made you of refined Clay, 


B ein kind to Man, and ſtudious of his joy ; 
O r Heaven's Senate did your beams diſmiſs, 
S treaming on Mortals their cceleſtial bliſs. 
W ile, fair you be, nay good and vertuous too ; 
Q f which each; aQt's a proof that comes from you. 
R.-ej6ice the World ;- Rejoice ye mortal Crew, 
T wo Heav?ns to us the kindeſt Gods do ſhew ; 
H eav'n with them,and Heav*n ( DearMadam) 
with you. 


wpon ſeveral Occaſims. 57 
In eandem. 


F auſta dies! felix tempus ! Redit Aurea Profes, 
R edduntur munad:i gaudia prima ſacri. 

A uſter mutatur Zephyro ; Fugere labores ; . 

N. wllus adeſt meror ; Nullus adeſtq, dolor. 

C anita renaſcentis gaudent confinia mundli ; 

E . t nunc virtutes, nuns pietaſq, viget : 

S aturnti weteris redeunt ſic tempora lets ! 


B uwccina nulla ftrepit ; Ridet at alma quies. 

O felix evum ! Quam proſper ſecula currunt ? 

S tc tu letitiam (Nympha Venuſta !) paris ! 

V irtus influxu, radiis tua forma coruſcis, 

'V ultus frderibus pefora noſtra beat ! 

O faciles ſuperi ! Claro de limine Cell 

R edaditur alma Venus; Numen habemus, _Ave. 
T ellus fit (zlum ; (alum (Dea pulchra !) tuliſtt ; 
'H inc tibi ſacra cadant ; Hine tibi Thura fluant. 


Of &Man. 
M ay*{t thou (Hyperbolized nothing Man, 


'A nempty ſhade, orBubble!) know thy ſpan, 
N owLife,ſtrait Death; ſo fraila Creature's Map. 


On 


On Beanty in its praiſe. 
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B right doth the World's chief Idol prove; 
E ach charming feature doth aftection move. 

A Heav*n on\Earth through _—_ we enjoy ; 
V ain areall Forts, where Beauty leads the way. 
T he Gods themſelves toBeauty's charms indulge; 
Y ear's frozen Ice fair Beauty?s beams infulge. 


— 


On T ime. 


T ime ſtays for none, but ſtill with fleeting wings 
I spoſting on:With Scythe our doom ſhe brings : 
M ade bald behind ſhe's too ; Take Lock before, 
E lfe once being paſt, you ne*re will ſee it more. 


—__ — 


ct ——— 


On Death. 


D eath's fatal ſtroke in time will pierce all hearts, 
E ach mortal Man lies ſubje& to her Darts, 
A Prince and Peaſant in thy Laws agree, 

(T hou Death!) that ſummon'ſ all away to thee: 
H ence we but frail and fading Bloſſoms be. 


Epi- 


#pon ſeveral Occaſions. 579 
E Prgrams. 
Unto Madam Wood. 


HE Fawns and Satyrs once the ſacred 
Woods did ſtore ; 
But never was a Wood a Goddeſs made before. 
We now have (thanks:to Fate) a Goddeſs and 
a Wood, 
In you the double comfort of this mortal brood. 
For (like a Goddeſs) you do fill the World with 
race, 
And mn your arms you (like a ſhelt'ring Wood, 


embrace. 


i +a. | 6 


In Paulam naſum oblongum fortientem. 


Uricoma Venere, & forma formoſior ipſa 
Paula foret, brevior ſi modo Naſus erat. 
Mille juventutis flagrantis bafia Paula 
Acciperet, brevier fi modo Naſus erat. 
Deniq, connubio frueretur Pauls beato, 
Tex felix, brevior p modo naſus erat. 
(onfilium ſi (Pauls !) meutn petis, ultima nafs 
Detrahe, nec T antum Rhinocerotis habe. 


G6 A Miellayof Poms 
In Roſellam odoribus nimis indulgentem. 


Urabo, quod ſis hedera formoſior alba, 
: Et puto quod morbis (pulchra Roſella !) cares. 
Sed —_ cunttis membru diapaſmata ſpirant ? | 
Crede mihi, bene olet (nil olitura) Venus. 


| De Leone, & Cane. 


1] M pavidum Leporem ſequitur Canis acris 
Aſjlum, 

Commiſerans tutum prebuit ora Leo. 

Hoc decus (en !) fuerat, Romani Caſaris olim ; 
Dignius at tu nunc Maxime Ceſar habes ; 

I | Dum Canis atq, Leo concordant, wvivitur una, 

[| Amplexaſq, Canem dormitat ungue Leo : 

Quos decet eſſe hominum tali ſub Principe mores, 

Dum fera miteſcens nil feritatis habet, 


—_ —c _— — — 


Ad Amicams. 
IN Se ens, Pallas Virtus, Dea, Virgo,Virago, 
N 


: — 


Indulge lachrymis ; Verba ſuprema cape. 
! Lachryme trivere genas, ſuſpiria petit ; 
Venit ſumma ates, Captus amore caao. 


On 


upon ſeveral Occaſions. 


On Phillis. 


OY Phillis vows ſhe hates a kils, 
And ſwears from thence proceeds no bliſs ; 
And if in Company you dare 
Her Lips but touch, ſhe'll tear your hair : 
But if 1n private you her greet, 
She'll with her open Mouth you meet : 
Thus Maids affect a filent joy, 
And kiſſing love, rho' they ſeem coy. 


0n Superba. 


Hat double Scents (Superba !) thou doſt 
bring ? 

Thou'rt {ſweet , yet ſtink'ſt; Thou ſmePſt of 
ev'ry thing. 

The ſweet Pomanders do thy toys perfume ; 

Thy poys'nous breath my Spirits doth conſume. 


CC ——— — ———— 


In Ficola. 


Ell-bred Ficoſa doth ſo tune her ſpeech, 
Thro? Noſe, - you'd ſwear, ſhe'd imitate 

your Breech, 

Nay 'tis force put; for ſhe is an old Strumpet, 

Whoſe half-eat Noſe doth wrattle like a Trumpet. 

"Onto 
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Onto Rembombo. 


M loathing heart (Rembombo !) cant thee 
Ml | 


love, 
can I this with Arguments now prov : 
Of this thin ity can I thee aſſure, 
I can't thee for 4 KA Breath endure. 


As 


Lowe. 


Y Heart js gone, no more it is mine own ; 
For ſhe that claims it, who can't {corn a 2 
Crown ? bY 


; S | "ai 4 
F tery Paſſion. P, f 


Y Deareſt Life! I cannot brook "» A 
Haſte, fly, come quick , or &ME"F dy 
this day. GIGe's 
Deſpair. Z lr 


Y Fair One's Fire is into ke-congeal'd, 
And hence (alas !) my! rrid doong i 1g V 


eal d. | 
Break, —_ (O Heart!) Wi '- 3 FAR of blood 
(0 Eyes) 6 | 
I now mu dy love's martyr'd, Fifice. 


The 


The loft Perttion. 


Rant me my lat requeſt (Mykata | Dear! 
Upon my Fun'ral Ora diftl a tear. 

'Tis but-a Debt moſt due and juſt; fince T 

For you alone did Rivers weep, and dy. 


Au Ode unto a ſcornful Lady. 


T, 
HY-(proud Lucywdis ?) 
Doſt Fold thy Head Fo 
Above our Spheres? Would'ſt thou fain center Fove, 
And with Pride charm bim down 
A Vaſlalto thy frown ? 
Alas! The Gods ſuch tow®ring hearts ne'r love. 


POLYPS 
Tho'Rofs mret with Snow, 
By art do florid blow : 
I thy fiQtitious Cheeks, who will adore 
Such gilded trifting toys, | 
Such talſe and fleeting joys, | 
Which kill, when pleaſe,and then are ſeen nomore, 


2. Thou'rt 
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Thou'rt now puft Tr with Pride, 
And ſcorn'ſt to be a Bride, 
Unleſs to Heayn : Swell up your pregnant Sails, 
And ſoar there, if you can ! 
Thy Life is but a ipan, 
As well as mine: Know fate will pitch her _ 


Thy bluſt'ring Pride can't fave 
Thee from. the vorant Grave ; 3 
But when thou haſt a few more miriutes ſpent, 
The terror of decay 
Will fright thee into Clay, 
And then in duff thy lofty Pride, T impent. ; 


Fo 
Thy Ruby Lips; Thy'Eyes 
Like Starry Orbs ; Thy Skies 
Of MarbleVeins( when pale-fac'd Death ſhall ſeiſe) 
(Like mine) muſt fade away, 
And turn again toclay, 


Nor are they better in the Urn than theſe. : 
| 6. 
Why then doſt thou thus ride 
Upon the Wings of Pride, 


And ſcorn adoring Man, as tho' unmeet 
For one fo tair as you? 
Know, Beauty 'll ſoon adieu ; 
And then who'll e're fall proſtrate at your feet? 


An 


upon ever al Occaſums. 
An Ode to bis jealous Miſtreſs, 


65 


y 


i, £4 vY 
Adam! T thought your Faith had been 
J more ſtrong, 
Than to believe, that ever I could wrong 
Love vowd to you my Soubs delight, 
And only Joy, tho' envious ſpite 
Accusd me falſe to you, 
When (Heaven knows) Im true. 


| " 
True, 'True, reſoly*d, and conſtant I abide, 
And do not ſteer away. with' evry Tide, 
As falſe and fickle Lovers do, 
Whoſe Appetites are ſtill for new, 
(By Heav*ns) you bave my heart, 
) From whom it can't depart. 


The Center that. is rxd'to Jove's great Throne, 
Can ſooner be diſcus'd, than one, ev'n one 
Of all my former vows to you . 
Be broke, and I perfidious grow. 
Þll (like Leaxaer) prove 
Still conſtant in my love. 


FP 
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4- . 
Then don't let that accurſt Dog Jealouſie 
(Backt with report) more gripe, and torture thee : 
Your faithful Servant PII remain, 


As long as Heav*ns me life do deign ; ] 
| Now what my Pen hath vowsg, 
My Paſſion will make good, | 
—mmm——rnetbs _ \ 


SONGS. | 


I. 
Hen through the Woods a nimble Deet 
I vig rous oncedid chaſe, | 
And brandiſhing my: fatal Spear, 
Oppos'd his horned Face. 


| "7 } 
When Rock-wood made:the Groves to ring, 
T (like Aeon) found 
Dias {lumb'ring near a Spring, 
© Lay claſpt upon the ground. 


I thought it was Compiicdeſiiiey 
Enwraprt in golden dreams ; 

Her Snowy Arms ſhe did diſplay, 
LuPd faſt with murn'ring ſtreams. 


| 
% 
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[ firſt refugd her ted $ 
To break with obſequies ; 

But then my Paſſion did encreaſe, 
And I unclos'd her Eyes. 


-$ 
Which (like two riſing Suns) did ſhine, 
When the lov'lieſt Creature 
To me did joyfully reſign 
Every ſmiling feature. 


| 6. 
rais*'d her up, and did falute 

| Her with a tender kiſs ; 
Pad when her Spirits did recruit, 
She conſummates my bliſs. 


Vhat raptures did ad burning Breaft © - 
With am'rous joys inſpire ! 
ow was my zealous heart poſleſt 
With loves, loye's gentle fire ! 


8, 

it length (alas!) SoPs abſent ray 
The glimmering World defaces ; 
nd thus we ſpent that happy day 

In mutual imbraces. 


'F 2 
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The $ ren. 


I. 
WW Phebus dipt his bluſhing rays 


In the deep Emxine Port, 
And eager of his rapt'ring joys, 
To's Tethys did reſort : 


2s 
I gently mov'd my careleſs Feet 
To crop the Evning joys, 
And near a purling ſtream {o ſweet, 
I heard my Fair One's Voice. 


Where I lay down on - ſoft graſs, 
To liflen to her art; 

Whilſt ev'ry note and high-rais'd flaſh 
Did penetrate my. heart. 


She (like the has Nightingale) 
Did her ſweet cares complain ; 

Whilſt ev'ry whiſp'ring gentle gale, 
Did breathe to me; her pain. 


G. 
Love's raptures then my Soul did ſciſe, 
And urg'd me to | _— . 
Nor I my Paſſion could appeaſe, 
- + Until her charms agreed. 


6. She 


( 
f 
; 
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upon ſeveral Occaſims. 
6 


She then did-chearfut words impart, 
'F'was time (Dear Joy !) to riſe, 
Whereas I ſee thy burning heart 
To ſparkle through-thine Eyes. 


Lg y_ ©_ - = — — ur 
: 
X - " 


T he Acqueſt. | 


I. 
Ong, long had my Fair One ſeem'd coy, 
And blaſted my hopes with a Nay ; 
But at length th* fierce flame of deſire, 
And ſenſe of true joy, 
Did ſteal her away, 
And blow'd up her languiſhing fire. 


2. 
Love, Love in her heart is now come, 
And lights up his Torch with new flame : 
She loves me, ſhe hugs me, and clips ; 
No more ſhe'll conceal, 
Nor ſtifle her zeal, 
With Kiſſes ſhe'll wear out my Lips. 


Coy trowns are now chang'd into ſmiles, 
And hope all deſpair now beguiles : 
With glances ſhe vows me her love, 
With fghs ſhe doth ſeal 
| To me her hearts zeal, 
And in xaptures doth = like a Doves 
&. 
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4. 
To me then (my Fair-Qge) reſort, '; - 
That we (like two Turtles) may ſport 
In the pleaſures of love, and enjoy; 
Whar your icornſo long 
From us did prolong, rh 
-And never no more be fd coy, | 
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@A Catch, | |: 


I. 
E T the Brimmers go round 
Like the Sun in the Sky, 
And the Glaſſes be crown'd,. 
Till a Globe they deſcry. 


— <EIY 

. In th? Abyſs of the Bowls 

" Tet us plunge all dull care, 
And ler's ſwell up our Souls 
With our NeGtar fo rare. 


3+ 
We'll this Night drink and ſing, 
And brisk Bacchus admire ; 
But when Morning doth ſpring, 
Well begia to reture, 


4+ Then 


' #þd11 ſeveral Occaſions, 


4. 
Then miake uſe of your time, 
Come, troul it away'; 

For I think it no crime, 
Thus our lives to enjoy. 


The$ bepherd. | 


I. 
ft I my tender Flocks did feed 
In Tempe*s lovely Plains, 

And when from care my Breaſt was freed 
Amonegſt'the rural Swains : 


2. 
I ſpy'd a ſhady Willow-Bed 
Near to my grazing Sheep, 
Where I lay'd down my thoughtleſs Head, 
And tun'd my ſelf aſleep. 


3. 
My Dear Florels paſſing by 
My trembling hand did take ; 
And mov'd me with a gentle cry, 
Ah, Corydon, awake! 


At firſt ſhe ſeemd to be a Grace 
To my dim, ſlumb'ring Eyes : 
At length I knew Florell”s Face, 
*- Anddidtoherarile. 
F 4 


7 
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| 5 
In mutual arms with equal flame, | 
We did each other hold; 
And when the dawning Ev'ning came, 
We drove our Flocks to told. 


A Catch. 


Ore, Game (Boys!) fill up your Glaſſes, 


And drink to the Laſfles ; - 
Let cheerful Bacchus now abound, 
And Kiſles too go round. / 


Let ev'ry Man now take his Glaſs, 
And *s kiſs preſent to's Laſs : 

For he's a ſluggiſhdrowzy Als, = 
That will let either pals. 


Good Wine will make us brisk and gay, 
And fill our hearts with joy ; 
And then a lovely Damſels kiſs 
Will conſummate our bliſs, 


No one was ever41n the dumps 

Whilſt Wine and Virgin's Rumps 
He did purſue; Here lies pleaſure, 

And the Warld's choice-treaſure. 


Strike 
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Strike up then (Sparks /) And fear no claps | 
In theſe rack Virgins, Y 


But when you do new Spirits lac 
Here's good Maligo Sack. 


c_—__—_— es i —_—_————— > — — — — 


' Love abus'd turns to hate. 


Neyer thought I fri be ſhot 
With Cupzid's fiery Dart; 
But now he hath Dominion got, 
And penetrates my heart ; 
For Cypid's Arrows do reſiſtleſs prove, 
And all are ſubje& to the charms of love, 


When firſt Althes O lovely Eyes 
On me did ſeem to play, 

She did my Spirits ſtrait y 4 rprile, 
And rapt my Soul away. 

So ſoon a Damſel's glance and charming ſmile 

Doth fire our Breaſts,and make our Blood to bayl! 


3* 
T then beſeech'd my Deareſt Love 
To conſummate my Joys, 
And meet me 1n a ſilent Grove 
With Phebus ſetting rays. 
For what's the raptring bluls of Loyers charms, 
e Wheathey ly claſped in cach others arms? 


4. I 


Af of Po 
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I x did wake wir hp and fear,. 


And ev'ry TM 
Thar lightly onkriep Ear, 
I thought Althor S _— (pow' r, 


How great, how ſtrong, (alas) was love's love's 
When eyxry minute {ectn'd a tedious hour ? 


-At lenge of her I did Jefoair, 
And all tmy hopes refign : 
Ah falſe Althea ! The? fo fair, 
Yet thou d6ft ptove tinkind. 
Now that, which I fo my lov'd, I hate ; 
And that Lever lov'd, I curſe my Fate. 


LIFE. 


I. 
? Hat is Life, if we live 
Still dying with cares ? 
. Tf we languiſh and grieve, 
Still damned to fears ? 
Tis Hell upon Earth, and a Graye, that is made 
Before we are dead, and our Fate doth invade. 


2. why 


# ; ok. 
bow ea 355 

Why ate ble rg 
IF not Oy 8 enjoy?d! 

Why doth NeQtar abound, 

[f uſe is cenpy) f 

Sure the Gods for Man's mitth conſultand h&j 

When be their Crowits'of fiir G rapes 

npiay 


3+ 
Then no more let's repine ; 
. Let forrow away; | 
But let's ſqueeze out the Wine, | 


Then taſte aid 
Leſt my Gods thro* egtet wy AY their Faro 
etain, 


For Bleſſings unus'd become needleſs and vain, | 


| 4: 
Ah! Then fll up the Bowl, 
(Like Poers) we'll bibble : 
And whilſt round it doth roul, 
With Miſſes we'll quibble : 
For he that revolts from his Glaſs or his Laſs, 
Is juſtly eſteern'd a nokſenſical Af. 


4 Millan of Poon 
T be fair Enchantreſs. ' 


TT > ” "TS - 
, 
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I. 
£ 7 Hat pow?rful: charms Califto*s Eyes 
"VV. Do prove to-mortalSwains ! 
"They make our Paſſion ftrait ariſe, 
And ſoon enflame our veins. 


L l 
e 


2, 
Her charming ſmiles do pierce our hearts, 
And ſtrait our Souls enthral, 
Her Ruby Lips.do wound like Darts, 
-11 1) 1. Toiwhich we Vitims fall. 


'We gaze, we gaze; ſtill more admire, 
And all we know, *s to yield: 

She burns our Breaſts with ſecret fire, 
And conq'ring quits the field. 


My Dear Caliſto ! Conſoiate | 

F Your Lover's bleeding heart, 
And (which you've causd) ſoon cure my fate, 
| Or elſe my Life's but ſhort, 


A 


upon ſevtraþ Occiifians.” 
A Catch.” ©, 


I. 
E T Stateſmen their honour advance, 
Let the Prodigals pride, 
And ſtill:deck up each fide, 


With Pamphlets Al-a-wode de France.” 


19 CID 
Let Puritans vertue improve ; 
- the _ ne're _ x 
Till with bleflings oppreſt, ''-- © 
Still dreading t eajoy'what they love: 


(Alas!) Let ſuch ol adieu, 
Let dama'd troubles farewel, 
That are wont to rebel | | 
*Gainſt us, when we pleaſures purſue. 


4. 
Come, Come (Boys!) we'll drown *em in Wine 


We'll drink till w? are free, 
Then away we will flee, 
And our hearts to our Miſles reſign. 


Muſick's 


CT 
e354 


7$ 4 Miſcilinyef Brine 


Muſick's Empyreuin, Axafpaned by the fight 
of a yamg Lady playing on the Flute near 
St. _ ons 7 


4 z 
Z FF ? - 4 
' YT, 


DR. e) 
S _ Delia charmiog te! | 
Near T@w\galden. freams, 
And warbling out her Syrey's art, 
Diſplay'd her beautgous ons: 


, {61 : . 
$ 


The glorious oF: Thrones ts 7 Us 
Forloghkghoryhnes Kendayra/ el 3; 

And Heav'r's bright Choir Rivals prove, 
Which Ihould her gs oat: D 


Her charms the og rt kit 


To | opitheer equrieand Ray ; 729 If! 
Whilſt Nym phs about 'em joyful run, 


And th" teather*d Crew 0id play. 
oy __ p 4. : | 
Brisk Echo from the trembling Grove 

Did break her fhrilleſt Voice, 


And ſtill in vain to anſwer ſtrove, 
Whilſt ev'ry Tree rejoyc'd. 


5. The 


FA 


_— _—. 


gpm ford Great — 7g 


Te p7 © IT 33 
The nimble Harts did tip 9710p 1; 2Inids books 
c 


When ftrait ye harms; 
And ev ry ſpark;did wilh/and: pra il 1200 V7 
To AS hw Secey: Am, {111 9913 Dt& 

p 8. VIaidkl G5 \1 


But tho” in vain fond wiſhes were, 
Yet they had pow'r to pleaſe; 

So Lovers a See, 1h: | | are, 
When nothing elſe can eaſs. 


— — _— 


ee 


The Priſoner's Complaint. wide 


F Heaven's choir can pity take, ! 2 
If God's poor Bwains don't till forſake, | 
Send me relief ; {> bn | 
Whoſe heart is full of tort'ring pains, 
Whoſe reſtleſs Soul (alas !) contains 
A Tyde of grict, 


m now involv'd in diſmal Cell, 

uch like the. deep Abyſs of Hell ; 
Alas! My woe! Þ 

I once did happy times enjoy, 

And taſted i ev'ry day, 

Tho' now *tis fo, 


Hence 


fo A Miellwinof Pom 
Hence far more wretched I become, 


. 


And think it now'a _ doom 


'To be co : 
Where Iron Bands my Members'preſs, 
And tire my. Limbs, nor do they leſs 

Diſturb my mind. 


No ſweet Parentheſis. of; eaſe _ - . 
Doth my contiriu'd pangs appeals ; . 
Pm tilt in Death :. | 
The Stone of Si/5phxs I roul, 
And Tityan Vultures tear my Soul. 
Oh Hell on Earth! : 5 LETS 


My Summer Friends are from me gone, 

I'm now in Winter left alone; \: * 
What Friends had I ? 

O Gods ! ſoon eaſe my {orrow's weight 

With your kind hands, or elſe I'!l {trait 
Deſpair and dy. 


—— 


 p—_— 


T he Effeminate Courtſhip. 


I. 
Ong, Long Amaryllis had woo'd, IN! 
And for her Menalcas had {u'd, 

When ſtill he repuls'd her the more, 

And the colder he grew. 
But th? earneſter ſhe did implore, / 

And ſtill urg'd him anew. 
Still cruel ? ſtill cruel ? Oh | Why 
Welt teave me to langaiſh and dy ? 


1, Thou 


Apoje Jeverdl'Occaftons; 
"_ 


Thou triumph' enthron'd in'my heart, 
Which Cpid has pierc'd with his Dart : 
I'll love thee Pl! clip thee,” TI hug 

Thee about with my Arms 3 
Pl! ſport thee, Fll kiſs thee-and ſmug, - 
And I'll lull thee with charms. 
Still, &c. | 


My heart I wil freely ig 
And till to thy will Pll incline * 
As true, as true Blue I will prove ; | 
No Ranys Horns ſhalt thou wear, 
Nor e're 1n the Frigat ſhalt move, "Q 
| Which: peckt Cuckolds doth beat. 
Still, &c. | | 


Don't I ſmile, and Bavo my brow, 
And call you to Dinner from Plow ? 
And every momeat you ſtay, 
When I've calPd, ſeems a year : 
And do not l thee ſtill obey, 
And endeavour t' endear? 
Still, 8c. © 


1I 


4 Malay of Foe 


In Marriage let's frmly then j join, 

And all, that 15 mine, {hall be cine, 

The ot, and the Plow thou may'lt drive, 
And get man 

Pl! Knit, Spin, and gn and F'll trive 
To procure thes a Race. 

Still, &c. 


: "* —"=S. x _ 


6. 
Each year I will bring thee a:Calf, 
As big as a Bull and a half; | 
And when we havs rear'd gigs tr Boys, 
Then they ky | 
PII bring too a 


Ve q | 
acruſh with me. 
Still cruel ? fell crnuel? Oh! W, hy 


Wilt leave me to _—_ and dy | ; 


-y * : TY "oe on RI 
i 


The 1 multation 


Pproach, ei Provey. Dear, 
And ſit upon my Knee ; 
What Omen Joſt thou hear, 


That makes thee fly from me. 


> 


19 fovthdl Ottalfns. $3 


2. 
Why fart thy Maideh-head 
To give to briefb tris? = 
Thou ſhalt have mine inftead, 
And Tl exchange with you, 


To what lc? had you 

Your Sex from Heav'n above ? 
'Leſs you its uſe do ſhew 

By th' ecftalies of love. 


What pleaſures lictite do ſprings, 
We both ſhall fwim in joy, 

Nor my Prince, nor King ; 
Then why doſt fem {o coy ? 


"NM 
What doſt thou yet ev'n frown ? 
A pox upon ſuch toys ; 
Come, Come (My Dear |) ly down, 
And wel promote out joys. 


The Sympathy. 
I. 
Fair Clorina ! Whom doth fate 
Thus menace in your brow ? 
Can I thy joys anew create, 
And tirake thee happy grow ? 
G 2 2. Ye 


_ - 
w 
- 


Ye Heav*®ns | To me-reyeal the cauſe, '-- 
That makes my Fair One grieve : 

"Tis Death to me amaz d to paule, 
And'not her pains reheve. 


A Miſcellany of Poems. 


"wp 
My Souls Soul, and. my . Joy ! declare, 
 Fromrwhence theſe ſtorms ariſe: 


Let me _— cach-pearly tear, 
That ſparkles in thine Eyes. 


4 
Clear up thy Front, and change this Scene, 
Let joys expel {ad care : 
Dofſt think thy frets by me are ſeen, 
And l not bear a ſhare ? 


—__ 


-. A drinking Song. 


I, 
 Er's drink up our Wine, 
Our Wits *t will refine ; 
It bantſhes-care, it procreates joy ; 
"Twill make us both wile, both frolick and gay. 


2. 
Great Souls it doth raiſe 
To a rapture of joys ; 
It gomums the thoughts ; The fancy inſpires, 
And flames up a Poet with vap'ring Fires. 

| ita 3. CApollo 


&. 5 


upon ſeveral Occaftons; 
ES on Wt 
Apollo can prove, "OY gs dos 

That Nettar doth -move 
The mental conceit, with fancycal flight, | 
He high'ſt aſpires, when h? as tipl'd all night. - 


4+ 
Then fill up the Glaſs, 
By none let it pals, 
And here is a Health to our gracious King, 
For whom we will drain out old Bacchas's Spring; 


— 
Lag 


4% 


The Bepgar's F elicity. 342% 4 


212.8; 
O! Lo! How:the Beggars now play ;-- 
They Sun their fat Herds, 
They ſtroke their long Beards, _ 
And mantle themſelves in SPs ray.” 0 5 3 


2. 
They wander through every coaſt, - 
And never &o ſtray, 
Nor mils of their way ; 
* But of their brown Laſſes they boaſt, 


; = 
With hunger when they are oppreſt, 
Their Packs they unlooſe, 
| And Scraps do educe, 
Whilft.gn the ſoft Graſs they do feaſt. ; 
G 3 4. Grim 


% 


"DZ7 
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4 Miſcellany of Poems 


4 
Grim Envy at them ne're dath ftrike ; 
Securely they ilegp, 
And fate 0? th? ground creep : 
Like Snow that doth reſt in the Dike. 


5. 
No cares do perplex their free brain ; 
But when they can get 
A penay, they re great, 
And mercily ſpend 1t again. 


6. 
Their Pety they embrace and enjoy:; 
They carry the Pack, 
With Baſtard at back, 


And none are {happy as they, 


T+ 

\ All day they do. rant and they fing ; 

| When Night doth o're ſpread, 
They ſeek not a Bed, 

But ligg near ſome murm'ring Spring. 


X 'N 

Where the Heav'ns their Canopy prove ; 

NO OR ont 
Their Chambers at night, 


Whulſt they {pore in the raptures of love. 


. ' 9. Thus 


#pon ſeveral Octaflons. 


g. 
Thus ers have joy without end; 
Vagrants a Life 
Enjoy without ſtrife, 
And Monarchs in bliſs do tranſcend. 


The Diſſolution. 


I 


 / Hat fatal influence rules the oy ? 
What cruel Planet beats the ſway ? 


That makes Clariſſa ſeem ſo coy. 


% 


: go. 
Her ſparkling Eyes (like Lightning) dart 
Their fiery flafhes at my heart, 
Which can nere melt, nor feel the fmarrt, 


NA... — 


-— _—— 


3- 
Her Front with Clouds doth ly obſcur'd, 
Yet thence no drops can be allur*d, 
To quench my Flames hy her inurd. 


4- 
Should I on her fow'r Face prefume 
To caſt a glance,. ſhe ſtrait would fume, 


As though thereby t' increaſe my doom, 


G 4 5. But 


"$8 4 Miſcellany. of Poems 


a 
But fy (Clariſſa!) why doſt frown, 
On whom thou canſt no more caſt down ; 
Becauſe I am no more thine own. 


6. 
For-none but Fools, whoſe weaker brain 
Diſtemper*d doats, would love retain 
For thoſe, who will not love again. 


. The Voyage. 


'N 
E ſacred Powrs | that rule the Main, 
... Ye,Nymphs!; that ſport? th' Deep, 
Green Neptwune's 'Tridens, and his Train, 
Whoſe Laws the Waters keep.; 
- Toyoultruſt my ſclf ; With proſp*rous Gales 
|." Therefore may you promote my pregnant Sails, 


C. 
O' th? fordid Land let others ruſt, 
In purer Spheres Pl live ; 
Nor ſhall the ſtorms deje& my truſt, 
Nor curled Waves me grieve, 
Por ſtill the Gods do innocence proteft ; 
Oa threat ning Fate I'll dauntlels then deſpeQ. 


2, Tho 


P! 


upon ſeveral Occaſions. 


Tho' greedy Death Joh ſeem to ride 
* th? back of ev'ry wave; 
And when it does again ſubſide, 
; It ſhews to me a Grave ; 1.1W \ 
Pl! not through fear my Votives ſwear to pay, 
But P11 triumph, and {well as well as they.”  * 


4- | 
The barking Sela Pll not fear, 
Nor deep Charybais dread : 
Thro* Rocks, thro* Storms, thro' Sands I'll tear 
Sate to my Haven's Bed. 
And when the Winds do ſigh and toſs the Main, 
Ill mock them with my feigned ſighs again. 


of 
"The Indians Gold. T1 fee, but ſpurn ; 
The Trojan foil Ul view ; | 
To Venice Tl my Streamers turn, 
And then to Rome T'll go. . 
The mirrors of all Coaſts I will purſue, 
And ſearch the wonders of the Ocean too. 


6. 
O then what pleaſure will it be, 
When Pm arriv'd my ſhore, 
To recolleCt the caſualty, 
That Pve endur'd before. 
The grateful memory. of dangers paſt 
Poth conſolate,'ey'a till. we breathe our laſt, 
' The 


& + a _ 
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The Hunt. 


| Diana's ſport doth now begin. 
Brisk Echo doth reverberate, 

W hat ſweet-tongu'd Charter doth relate. 
It puts to bluſh the Morning ray, 

To ſee the Nymphs fo'poſt away. 

The great Apollo ftrings his Bow, 

And at the prey his Darts doth throw : 


Out, comes the Stag, which when they fee, 


Away the little Lurkers flee. 
Fly, nirnble Swift do run in view, 
And juſt ! th' Breech the prey purſue: 


Thro' Hills, thro? Dales, thro? Groves they flect, 
And thred the Thicks with winged Feet. 


When Jovy Rock-wood his Voice ſhows, 
And with full ſcent holds np his Noſe : 
Bold Rav'zer, and flout Thunder too, 
Do Muſick to their Ears renew. 

But (lo!Y they're all now at a Mute, 
When true-nosd Whisker find's purſuit ; 
And ope's his Jaws, then with tull cry 
Away they winsk (like Wind) and fly. 
The tim'rous Stag they view again, 
And without loſs the ſcent rerain. 

They run (like Lightning) and fo ſmart, 


That they*lFfoon break his Bones Heart. 


Down drops the Prey, the Dops do feize, 
Tillthenythe Huatiman doth appeaſe. | 


Ark yonder, how the Woods do ring | 


—c— 


upon ſeveral Occaſions. 01 
He winds retreats, and with his S 
Well-poysd, doth pierce th' expiring Deer. 


EE — th ths. BM FA «A; Ione "2 an 
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Gynepbilia. 


And quite abhor ; 
uſe they ſuppoſe, they faſcinate 
Thoſe that adore. 
Pl! thank my Stars, I may 
So great a bliſs enjoy. 


T. 
* T thofe /that will) fair Women hate, 
a 


. ?. 
So fair a piece as Woman 1s 
The World can't ſhew ; 
She's the Elyſium of true bliſs, 
Our Idol too. 
Her Front, hex Cheeks, her Eyes, 
May well the Gods furprite. 


of 


With charms ſhe chaſes care away 
| From poor Man's Breaft : 
She fills his Soul with rapt'ring joy, 
; And makes him btctt : 
Her ſmiles, her frisks, and glance, 
His Soul to Heav'n advance. 


4. To 


92 A Micellay of Poems 


To Gods themſelves we come moſt near, : 
"When true love reigns ; 
-Heace we to th'- ftars-{like- Comets) Sphere 
With fiery trains, 
Thus Heav*aly joys abound, 
When love's pure _ turns round. 


CC. 
_m 4 LE 


To the Fair Dne. 


"9 
O W Cupid 1n Clarinda's Eyes 
Doth SKIP, doth ſport and play ! 
rom 


whence-his hes a Arrow flies, 
And makes us ied 


£ s 


We [like the Perf ans) = adore 
Thoſe glorious Orbs. of thige ; | 
And when we may. not ſee them. more,. -:.; 
In Sables we h_ 


The Yenu-Star is not. {o FI] wok 

When Night's dark Scene dorh draw; '; 
As thy fair Eyes, which can by right 

To Monarchs give a Law, .' ,* 


F "SF e4\' FT. ui i a 1 ef $5 


4. (My 


Le 


-— —— 


4.4 & UW 


upon everal Occaſions. * : 


2 


4. oh TR 
[My Dear Clarinda!) dowt be coy, © V7 2 
Nor dart'on me a frown'; ' 

Leſt you-your Lover'quite diſmay, ' - '- 
And caſt your Suiter down: '' 


The CG ombate. ui 


I. 
S Strephon and fair Flora lay, 
| Enwrapt with claſped Arms, 
And ſilent cropt the rapt*ring joy, 
That flows from Beauty*s charms : 


2. 
The much-belov*d Amyntas came "\ / 
To pay his Sacrifice, FA | 
And ſtrait ſpy'd out their ſecret Game, ' / 
With *'s envious ſparkling Eyes. 


He then incens'd could not endure 
A Rival of his Love; 2 
But did his Foe torthwith aſſure, «4 | 
His right to her he'd prove. 


| 

| 

l 
3- | | 4 


They then an equal Ducl fought 
For her their only prize, 
Until her trembling Spirits taught 
Their Hearts to ſympathize. 
| 5s. She 


_— A Porms 


She _ - pn {trait Gi po oftrats. fall, v 
g a mutual 
Oh Heav —_ Oh Heav*ns ! To you I call D 
Their Paſſion to appeaſe. 
6. ! 


Each furious blow to me bfings Death ; 
Hold, Hold, theſe 'choughts reſi ign ; 


Will ye drive out my wav'ring Breath ? 
Was ever Fate like mine? 


—— I TO "I" —_——— 


On I hn — 


The mT 5 < ales 


Ks 


I, 
HY doſt thou, cruel God of Love; 


So wound my flagraftt heart? T 
Thy tort”ring Brand I can't remove W 
By all the helps of Art. 
2. 
I burn, I freeze, I take no caſc, Le 
But toſs like Waves o* th' maih * W 


I hate, T love ; My pains encreafs ; 
I rive (alas !) in vain. 


My Fair One's ſcorn, ES cold repulfe Al 
Extinguiſh not my fire ; 

: The more {he trowns, and feems averſe, 

2 The more I her admire. 


Hporn fevers! Occaſuns, g 5 
4s 
What then may I now rumivdate; 
All hopes of her do fiy: 
Deſpair muſt prove my horrid fate, | 
I'll anguiſh; taint and dy. 


OO ei a A —— 


The Lover's Wiſh. 


A 
Jo T Monarchs triumph in their Pride, 
4 And (fats at Cours till reſfide ; 
ove grant me the Phanin I love, 
hen th happieſt of Swains I ſhall prove. 


2, | 

The Pomps of the World1 reject, l 
Which cannot from trgubles-proteft. l 
Jove, Oc. | 4 


K 

Love's raptures the ſweereſt of toys, 

Which locks up our ſenſes in joys. 
Jove, &c. 


4+ 
Love's charms ſtill great Souls ſhould inſpire, 
And warm their brave Blagd with hot fire. 


Jove, &c. 


5. The 
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- 
The Ehſmm of: blifs we enjoy; 
When love in our hearts bears the ſway. ] 
Jove grant me the Phoenix'T love, 


Then the happieſt of Swains I ſhall prove. 


- 


MME 
L — 


"ApMOINO.. 


I. 
0 Mars I will my Life devote; © 
Come (Vulcan !) come, -make me a Coat \. 
Of Mail ; Command each' Slave, | 
'That works in A:»a's Cave, 
My Thunderbolts to carve. 


. 5. 
(Achilles-like) itv Armour bright 
P11 march and lead the Fight ; 
My Sword ſhall clear the way, 
And to Thee Victims pay 
By ev'ry Man I 1lay. 


On threat'ning Death Pi boldly gaze ; 
No terrors ſhall my Soul amaze: 
My Courſer I will ride, 
And (like a Bride-groom) Pride, 
To marry Death my Bride. 


upon ſeveral Occaſions. 


Let Trumpets ſound, let Drums alarm ; 
Let Cannons roar, let Bullets ſtorm : 
It's Muſick in my ear, 
Grim Death I ſcorn to fear, 
I]l break through dangers near. 


Gynemiſea. 


r. 
Nhappy Man ! Why doſt thou dote 
Thus on faithleſs Woman ? 
T his is to truſt thy tott'ring Boat 
To Waves, that toſs o? th? Main. 


2, 

Though in their mouths (like murm'ring Bees) 
They do {weet Honey bring ; 

Yet in their Tayls there lurking lies 
A ſharp, and deadly ſting. 


Their winks, their becks, rheir glancing ſmiles, 
Their fleers and ſeemings glad, 

Are Lures, whereby they do beguile, 
And Deaths in Liveries clad. 


H 4 Tell 


" gs A Miſcellany of Poems 
4+ 
Tell *em, what Hell-exceeding pain 
For them you undergo, 
They're all of Marble, and 1in vain 
Your grief you let *em know. 


a 
Nay then the more they'll ſeem to ſcorn, 
And caſt a killing Eye ; 
That thou may*{t wiſh, thou ne're waſt born, 
Or being born to dy. 


+ 
But grant thy Prayers ſhould prevail, 
And get a nuptial Bed ; 
Ere Morn thou would'ſt thy caſe bewail, 
And ſee thy joys were fled. 


T. 
Perhaps ſhe'll prove a Wife o' th' Horn, 
And ſeek unlawful play ; 
She'll have Gallants, and thee quite ſcorn, 
And then where is thy joy ? 


8. 
*Tis beſt to lead a ſingle life, 
Void of theſe gilded lIls ; 
Where pleaſure fits without all ftrife, 
As in th' Elyſian Fields. 


upon ſeveral Occafions. 
On Czlia's glancing Eyes. 


I; 
S lovely Czli4 fraught with joys 
Doth croſs the ſpacious Plains, 
er glancing Eye her vr betrays, 
And charms the rural Swains. 


2. 

The Lightning flaſh doth melt the ſteel, 
And makes it flow with ftreams ; 

Thus, thus our hearts to melt we-feel, 
Being pierc'd with Ce//a's beams. 


| 3. 
The Star ſhoots through the ſpangled parts, 
Till it 1a gelly dies; 
But killing are the ſparkling Darts, 
That fly from Cehia's Eyes. 


4- 
The Baſi/isk with's poys'nous Eyes 
Doth cloſe purſuers kill : 
When Cz/i4 looks on Man he dies, 
She ats new murthers ſtill, 


5. 
She hates compaſſion, loves to ſee 
Man burn, anddy in charms, 
Who ardently implore to be 
Embraced 1a her arms. 
H 2 


10D A. Miſcellany of Poems 
6. 
Hence may.'theſe cruel Planets ſet, 
Nere to be more adord, 
"Leſs all their rigour they'll forget, 
And bleſs whenee implor'd. 


U_ — — 


On my dubious Condition. 


Ome all ye Feathers of my Soul, . 
And Wing me to the ſtarry Pole: 

To the Elyſium let me ſoar, 

Where doubtful Fate can harm no more. 

But if the Gods do joys deny, 

In ſome dark Chaos let me ly, 

Where I may know my fatal pain, 

And not 'twixt Life and Death remain. 

*Tis worſe than Death to hang in doubt 

*T wixt Heav®n and Hell, and nere ger out. 

(Like Tartalus) I itrive in vain 

The flying Waters to detain. 

I'm toſt from Rock to Rock, and then 

Fond hope doth rigg me up agen, 

Till hard deſpair doth overrhrow 

All that weak hope did: build ſo flow. 

O then, that I could know my fate, 

And Fortune's Wheel would keep one ſtate. 
That its ſwift turns might cheat no more ; 
I ve been decety'd enough before. 


upon ſeveral Occaſions; 
The Vale. 


Hills, farewel | For *tis time to rebel, 
When Tyrants with fury do {well. 

Long have lain, and ador'd you in,vain, 

And now would you kill me with pain ? 

But cold 1s my heart, nor ere ſhall it ſmart, 

'Caule youll not your Amours impart. 

Then never believe that hence I will grieve, 
But ſcorn for your {corn I can give. 


Þll love you no more, my folly is o're, 


Which made me ſo ardent before. 


No Beauty I ſee, (my Eyes being free) 


Which once were ſo blinded with thee. 
Fancy did move when I courted thy love, 


For 


For thoſe that ti 


. 
- 


thou did'ſt a Venus ne're 
But grant thou hadft been as. fair as 
Thy comb ſpoiled t 

area 


mien : 


$ [24 fm fair,, 


Be'never accounted fo rare. 
Now (Phillis!) go to, thy tyranny ſhew, 


But let me abandon you too. ,'; 


H 3 


. = 
T Qheen, 
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The Health. 


O ho! aabdd ay | 
& Doth cal } 
Us all 
To welcome in the day. 


2. 
' Bright So! begins to ſhine ; 
Let's pay 
Him j Joy / 
- And Sacrifice with Wine. | 


J- TT 
© Kwok ! Yond the Nyr aphs by... 
Loc Fill yp! *] OT 
| Your up 
And drifk their Hea ts vid 


_- 
Thus, thus let it go cou, 
d we 
Will ſee, 
That NeCtar ſhall abound, 


wpon -ſeveral Occaſions. 103 
The Phenix. 


I. 
S when Phzbas doth tip the new day, 
And regilds all the World with his ray ; 


So the Fair One appears, 
When ſhe Iightens our Spheres 


With the new-bloflom'd beams of her brow, 
Where the treaſures of nature do grow. 


2. 
As when Violets flouriſh 1' th' Shade, 
And to no wand”ring Eyes are betray'd ; 
So the Fair One Joſe lies | 
From the rapes of looſe Eyes, 
Andin ſome am'rous Rofe-Bed doth reſt ; 
Whence ſuch odours {till breathe from herBreaft. 


3 
As when Heaven its Manna doth pive, 
And through mercy doth Mortals relieve; 
So the Fair one proves kind, 
And doth ſolace the mind 
Of poor Lovers that mourn in deſpair, 
'Cauſe they dare not approach one {0 fair. 
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4 
As when Heav'n is ſpangled with Stars, 
And bright Ver her Beauty declares ; 
$o the fair Ones fair Eyes, 
Are like Stars in the Skies, 
And do influence all our pierc'd hearts ; 
As tho? (pid thence ſhot forth his Darts. 


A Miſcellany of Poems 


Thas Czlia, thus Czlia, # all ore divine; 
O that Fleav'n,that Heavn would make her bug mine. 


—_— — 


A Song by way of Dialogue between Corydon 
and Amyntas', deploring the departure of 
their Cxlia. bo 11 
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ate 
That rules the Scenes below ! 
We now have lolt our happy State, 
And no more bliſs can flow ; 
For (Earth's fair Goddeſs) Cz/ia's, gone, 
And we poor Swans are left alone.;;." . 


- F | T, £6 $404, hh] 
Cor. A N[ Alignant Stars | Unhappy. a 


IR hs 
Am. She: (like an Eaglet) ſoar'd on high, | 
Bore up with Angels Wings, { 
And to th* Elyſium then did fly, 
Where pleaſure always ſprings. 

«Thus now we've loſt our Heav'n of joy, 

Which chance before could ne're annoy. 
3- Chorus. 
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J 
Chorus. === Her bright 


And lofty flight 
Raviſh'd all our delight : 
No more 
Muſt we adore ! 
But muſt for &re deplore ! 
Good Heawns ! What a black doom is this ? 
To burn in conſtant fire, 
To rage in grief, in flames to hiſs, 
And nere attain deſire ? 


Cor. Hence muſt m owing Eyes diſtil 
Whole | Eat of pearly tears; 
And my ſincere laments muſt fill 
With grief the gloomy Spheres. 
With mournful Songs Tl bathe my woes, 
And by my ſighing Foek repoſe. 


Am. No, No, We'll not exhauſt our tears, 
Till all our hopes do. dy; 
Why ſhould we thus augment our cares, 
Before the ſum we try ? 
On hery Wings let's ſend our hearts 
To ſteal her Soul away by arts. 
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; 6. 
Chorus. --- Away, 
C Tour plumes diſplay, 
Mount (fwift Souls !' " mount your way, 
One while 
To reconcile 
Our griefs s bring back 4 ſmile. 
No more then we? w&l Lament in vain, 
Tho' Czlia's ours no more ; ; 
But hope ? enjoy her once again, 
And ever will implore. 


The Command. 


Way ye bs hgh 


A And pierce the li few Skies ; 
e 


out che Pair One's 
There pay your Obſequies 


2. 

She's gone (alas !) ſhe's gone, 
And muſt I mourn alone! 
With flaming Wings my heart 
The diſtant WET part. 


Into her Breaſt now Sphere, 

- And ſtamp my Image there, 
Or make her heart to burn, 
And ſo again return. 


hon ſeveral Occaſions. 


But in thyCxotte bring 

One am'tous {mile to ſpring | 
My fading joys anew, 

And then (Deſpair) adieu. 


So ho! The Heayng rejoice, 
Her Guardian-AnpePs Yoice 
I hear, She's well, She's well, 
And ſtill doth flame her Zeal. 


6. 

Upon thy Wings then bear 
Soul away to her, 
And ſtill ( Amariel) prove 

My Advocate in loye. 


Hope choak'd with Deſptir 


I. 
Curſe that ſenſeleſs hope, 
That iwelPd my heart in vain, 
And made me aim at that fair ſcope, 
Which I can nere attain. 


2. 

Fond Fop ! Art thou the Antidote 
Againſt deſpair and grief ? 

With vain 14e4's thou doſt nought 


But cheat : Ah poor relict ! 
3. The 
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3. 
The Chymiſt knows thy fallacy 
When's Fire's expird in vain : 
Thy ſweet deluſions flaſhes be, | 
That ſport the damn'd In pain. - 


4 
Thus thy fond promiſes alive 
My drooping heart have born, 
Till now no hopes I can derive, 
But in deſpair | mourn. 


On Sylvia's Recovery. 


I, 

S after a dark ſtormy Night 

Fair Phoſphore leads the ſmiling Day, 

The fable Clouds b'ing put to flight, -----.... 
And hright the Morning of our Joy. 


2. 
So my Dear Sy/via ſprings again, 
From the fierce Onlets of dire fate : 
For what Diſeaſe could Trophies gain, 
Where one ſo firm ſo charming fate ? 


3. 
Thus (bgld Diſeaſe !) thy toils were vain ! 
For tho' eclipſed were her Eyes, 
She roſe more glorious from her pain, 
And doth thy conquer'd pow*r Jeſpile. 
4. Al 


upon ſeveral Occaſions, 


FM 
Ah Sytvia, ſtill fair Beauty's bloom, 
Still guarded round with filent charms, 
Quickly (bore up with Angels) come 
To blels thy longing Damor's Arms. 


An Elegy upon the Death of the hope- 
ful M* William Roſe deceas'd, 
in the fourteenth year of bis Age. 


I. 
Hat makes our dull Mizerva filent weep, 

As tho' ſhe ſought by tears relief ? 

What makes us all in ſorrow ſeem alleep, | 
(Alas !) aſtoniſhed with grief: 

The flinty Rock its trembling drops diſtills, 

And Marble Walls do ſympathize our ills. 

The pious Muſes mourn, and o' th'Caftalian ſhore 

With ſhrill and doleful Neria's their loſs deplore. 


2. 
Apollo plays upon his Barbiton, 

And on his Lyre no more will toy : 
For his beloved Darling's dead and gone, 

And all the Muſes oaly joy. (late, 
*Tis thee (Dear Saint!) doſt cauſe this mournfu, 
WhilſtLearning'sCandidates lament thy fate.(duſt 
But oh that all our tears being mingl'd with thy 
Could raiſe thee up, our heads into thy Urn we'd 

thruſt. 2 "= 
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Z* | 

'Tis ſtrange to ſee the Raſa Maud: fade, 

When in its infant Bud doth {mile ; 
Toſee blackClouds the morning beamso're ſpread, 

And Night our ſpringing Day beguile, 
Ah Death! How cow'd'it our blooming hopes 

- deſtroy, 

And blait our choice Fruit 1n its early day ? 
Whilſt he (fo rare is hoary vertue !) promis'd fair, 
But dy'd too ſoon, his parts by actions to declare. 


4. 

Bur if he'd liv*d, how great, how good he'd been, 
Each aCtion had been proof ſo plain, 

That ev'ry Eye would have admird, and deem'd 
Him worthy, and without a ſtain. 

But ſince whilſt he the Earth did thus forfake, 

To Heav?n's bleſt Manſion he his flight did take; 

Let's ſtop the Current of our tears, and place our 

Verſe, 
As atrue Monument upon his ſable Herſe. 


An Epitaph on the ſame. 


LL you,whoſe ſofter hearts can vent a tear, 
Firſt read my Fate, then weep and drop 
one here; 
Where faded Youth, and Vertues hopes da ly, 
Where goodneſs bud is forc'd to fall and dy ; 


. Where 
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- Where comely Beauty turns to noifom Clay, 
Where early Zeal Death's iting could not allay. 
His Father's Joy, his Mothers ſweet delight, 
The Muſes Darling, and our ſpringing light. 
Oh cruel Fates ! Impartial Deſtinies : 

That never had the ſenſe to ſympathize. 

But tho' his Body's dead, his Fame's alive, 

And more and more ſhall ev'ry day ſurvive. 


— 


\ 


Epitapbium in egregiam Pellicem. 


Oc jacet in turmmlo Pellex memoranda futuris, 

ue rapuit pettizs, diripuitq; bona. 

Peſtiferis fattis ſibimet monumenta reliquit ; 
Dicere namq,; licet de boxitate nihil. 

Orce tibi caveas, ne Fato Fata pararet ; 

Littoribus noſtris peſſima peſtis erat. 


* — 


An Elegy upon the Vertuous Lady 
Rebekka Townſend. 


Hat means this Tragick Scene, this tyde 
of grief, 
Which Heav'n condoles, yet will not ſend relief ? 


The crackling Poles do echo forth their groans, 
And poor fond Nature her dire fate bemoans. 


The 
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The Sun with diſmal Clouds doth veil his face, 
As tho? he'd find for Mourning a fit place : 
In Night's black {ables hence the glimm'ring day | : 
Involv'd repines : Each Sphere in dark array | 
Diftills her ſhow'rs of tears whichcalms herBreaſt, 
With a fierce Hurricane of grief poſleſt. 0 
The Winds do ſigh, theStorms lament our woes, | 
And the whole Scene of Earth in mourning goes. - | 
Sure Nature's choiceſt Darling now lies dead, | 
And Earth's fole Paradiſe to Heaven's fled. 
The World's rare Phenix has now. taken Wing, 
And ſoar'd unto the glories of th? eternal King : 

For Heav*n's great Agent did in's Eyes forelee, 

That She was worthy of maturity ; , 

And thatas great asHeav'n theWorld would grow, 
If bleſt(Dear Saint ! )with thy bright beams below. 
Hence he to ſtop the Worlds juſt growing pride, 
Took thee to his, and this our Heav*n dety'd. 
The Tagws {ſtreams wherein there flow?d the joy 
Of all this Earthly Globe are paſt away, 

And run into the Font, from whence they came; 
Yet nought can put a period to their Fame : 

Her merits were fo great, they'] never dy ; 

But (like time) live to kiſs Eternity. 

Nay, our own loſs in her, our bereft State 

With tears will ſtill her worth commemorate : 
Since when againſt her cruel Death did rage, 

We loſt the ſplendent Jewel of our Age. 

Ah Death! ſo ſoon how could'ſt thou {weep away 
Our blooming hopes ? Could pity not delay, 

Nor ſighs nor tears thy fatal {troak ? But muſt 
Our riling Day-Star ſo ſoon ſet in-duſt ? 


Impartial 
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Impartial Fates ! Faithleſs Mortality! 
All hopes of never dying dead here ly ; | 
Dead too, and having left no branch behind, 
Which might ſpring up, and parallel irs kind. 
Whea Fate ſhall Nuptial Jovs ſo ſwift purſue, 
Small are the benefits which thence accrew. 
From noble Veins ſhe did her Blood derive, 
And by heroick Actions (whilſt alive) 
She well did anſwer her Original; 
Nor did theſe tempting toys her pow*rsenthral ; 
But (Angel-like) the did the World out-hrave, 
And took pure lanocence into her Grave. 
For Prudence ſhe (like Sheba) did appear, 
WhoſeFame ha's mounted our bright Hemiſphere. 
O* th* Wings of Pegaſus ſhe oft did foar 
(W here now ſhe dwells) to the Celeſtial Tow'r. 
The Vocal Choirs of Muſes in her Breaſt 
More, than i” th? ſacred Helicon did reſt ; 
From whence they vented Oracles of love, 
And warbled out their charms, enchanting Jove. 
She (like the Sun) to all diſplay'd her rayes, 
From whence ſhe built her Pyramids of praile. 
A ſafe Aſylum to th' oppreſt the gave; 
Her Heart and Hand did till rejoice ro ſave 
Poor Wretches trom their doom, and to ſupply 
The wants of all that did for metcy cry. 
If then true Vertue ever dwelt on Earth, 
"Twas here enſhrined roo with Beauty's worth. 
The Univerſe intit1'd her the Faar, 
Whoſe Charms noCynick could unconquer'd bear. 
But now (alas) ſhe like the beauteous Roſe 


Doth fall, and fade, when furious Auſter blows. 
I Thus 
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Thus when with Ruddy Wings the Morniog ra 
Seems proud to uſher f the new-born day ; \ 
Then on a ſudden an untimely night 

O'reclouds and darkens the new-bloſfor'd light : 
But were Aurora's {miles but half fo fair | 
As hers,the Clouds would have vouchſafd to ſpare. 
How hard's then Fate ! that ſummoned away, 
Without remorſe, this faireſt Flow'r of May, 

To whom Poſterity ſhall pay reſpetts.; 

Becauſe the beſt Example of her Sex. 
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eAn Elegie on the Death of the 
Right Honourable John Lord 
Coventry. ; 


E T Europe's Confines flow with ſtreaming 

tears, 
Let deep-fetchrt ſighs now pierce the ſable Spheres. 
Weep,mourn,deplore,and let yourEyes now flow, 
Till ye (like Nzobe) do Marble grow. 
The fatal influence that doth rule this day, 
Doth ſurumon grief, commands our Eyes to pay 
Tears, as juſt 'Tribute : Nature doth aſſume 
New diſmal ſhapes, which do po our doom: 
Each object clad in Fates blac _— 
Doth /Comet-like) ſome dire event deſcry. * - 
The Heavn being veild with Clouds in mourn- 

ing goes, 

The gloomy day Nights dark reſemblance ſhows. 
Our Guardian-Aogels flutt'ring in the air, 
Start back, as tho' they would remit their care ; 
Each dreadingFate with murm'ring fighscondoles, 
And vents fond paſſion which doth ſhake thePoles. 
Th etherial crew with doleful ſhrieks bemoans 
' Our horrid Fate, and panting A4t/4 groans. 
Poor Echo's broken Voice doth iterate 
(Thus grief ſurprizes Speech !) OPate! O Fate ! 
Each Zone her pearly ſhow*rs of tears diftills, 
And ſymparhizing doth lament our ills. 


I 2 | Our 
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Our Mother Earth too a chief Mourner proves, 
Her pious grief fince Natures inſtin&t moves. 

But what'sthe cauſe of theſeEffeAs? What ſtrange 
Chimera's Heaven's Face and Earths thus change? 
Our Play's ſure Tragical, our Scene is {ad, 

And the Cataſtrophe's exceeding bad. 

The whiſtling Winds with a faint whiſper ſeem 
T” infuſe into my Ears a juſt eſteem 

Of grief ; they prompt, that the great Coventry 
Conquer'd by Fates too haſty hand doth ly. 
(Alas!) Too true; He's dead, he's dead,and gone 
Now all our hopes dy too ; ſo good a one 

We ne're ſhall more enjoy ; nought can repair 
The loſs wherein we all this day do ſhare. | 
What recompence would Heaven's Darlings be, 
Since none can bear ſo brave a Soul as He ? 

No Hero e're can parallel his Name, 

Whoſe Merits ſeiz'd the Pinnacles of Fame. 

He (Pharus-like) ! th? azure Skies did tow?r ; 
Yet was not 1n the leaſt puft up with pow'r. 
Profound Humility was the high ſum, 

To which all his ambition &'re would come. 

The ſplendent Palace of our Brittiſh Sun, 

From this bright Pillar it's ſole Baſis ſhoa 3 
Hence gloriousrays ourCoaſts with light did gild, 
And quick'ning Beams great Solaces did yield. 
Under his Wings th' oppreſt a refuge found, 
AndS$s Charity (like Streams) did il abound. 
His only joy was to ſupply the wants, 

Ang gratity the Pray'rs of Supplicants. 

"Twas no Cxte-Cuſhion, nor a golden Afs, 
Whole trappings made him for Heroick paſs M 

ut 


1 
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But was a mighty Column of our State, 
Whoſe ſacred Vertues did themſelves dilate. _ ' 
The gilded blandiſhments of Court (which Souls 
Clog'd withthis drofſly World too much controuls) 
His noble mind (as Trifles) did _— ; 
Such Pamphlets Souls ſo great do {till reject. 
His Sails were ne're {weld up with flattery ; 
But he'd diſcern ſuch Plots with a quick Eye ; 
His juſtice would allow no undue praile ; 
His Merits only ſhou'd his Trophies raile. 
Heav'n him too good to live on Earth did count, 
Hence he (like Bird of Paradiſe) did mount, 
Mzand'ring to the Manſion up on high, 
Which Heay*n provided for's inte - x 
Juſt Heav*n! For the hleſt Throne, he fits in now, 
Before he ſeiz?d, he did acquire below. 
So falls this Pharaoh's Tow'r, our Ages colt, 
P th* duſt ſo thisEpheſian Temple's.roſt ! _ 
Whoſe great renowned Fame ſhall never dy, 
But prove the Mirror of Eternity. - 
But oh our Fate! Why did'{t [Dear Saint) ſo ſoon 
Turn from our Eyes thy, MorningBeamsto.Noon? 
We now (like Hermutes) live all deſolate, 

riv'd of thee, we've loſt our happy State. 
(Like Adam when expelld from Paradiſe) 
We rove in Defarts, and can find no bliſs. 
We (like Heraclitus) do nought but mourn, 
And water with our tears thy ſilent Urn: 
But oh that hence we (Phenix-like) could bring 
Qt of thy aſhes a new Soul to ſpring, 
' WhoſeNumen might triumph ore conquer'dFate, 
And all our fading Joys reſulcitate, 
ws | But 
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But (ah !) how vain's our wiſh?Death*s fatal ſtroks 
(When once 15 giv*n) we never can revoke. 

O cruel Fate! Could'ft thou not pitch thy Toyl 
For other preys ? Muſt thy black doom aflail 
This _ Sphere ? Do not ten thouſand ly, 
Who fondly court their Fate, yet cannot dy? | 
Than him we might a Myriad better ſpare, 
Whoſe breath and name (like bubbles in the air) 

Might vaniſh, and the World yet feel no wo: 
He was'our Phoſphore, and Palladinm t00. 

His worth whole Millions did preponderate ; 
Hence hefo ſoon was ſtruck by envious Pate. 

So that if anyone would ſphere on high, 
Tranſcending all,. he muſt refolve to dy; 

For (Herriot-like)' Fate loves to ſeize the beſt ; - 
She takes them'firft; !to mend ſhe leaves the reſt. 
Now in what Eulogies my Muſe doth faint, 
Ard car't:expreſs thy-worth,pardon (Dear Saint !) 
Pardon I beg; T6 matfers.ſo ſublime n 
To be deficient typytigt ſeem a crime ; 

But. where my Pea enough can't celebrate, 

Let Pam#sfhrfll Trump the reſt ebuccinate. 
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An Elegie on the Death of bis Grace 
tbe Dike of Ormond' gereas'd, 
July the 20" 1688. 


Hen Heav'n's bright Orb iden _ 

ruddy Face, - - 
And Nights blackScene invades the World apace; 
How do the Perfſaxs veil theit ſtreaming Eyes, 
And ſtillemplore their flyin TO with. cries, ” - 
So when our pager =o Earthly Stars dofall, - - 
Their horrid Fate lamented A by all, - 

Whoſe ſony hearts are not corzarbP round, 

nd: whetoin place for pity may be be found. 
Thus all now mounrn,caufeth Orman dead? 
Ormond, with whom now all our joys are fled. 
Ah Tragic Scene! Tears ſparkle in-our' Ryes, 
And with ſad'groans'weall do ſympathize. ' 
The Marble melts through: grief; "The Rocks 


rebound, 
And from all Coaſts moſt doleful ſhricks reſound. 
The Court (which ſparkling Jewels did adorn) 
In Sables is now dreſt, in blacks doth mourn ;- 
Whilſ all the Great Ones Eyes do -ſitkent weep; 
Which manifeſts their ſorrow's the more deep : 
Nor is it ere to be compris'd in Verſe, 
How many Mourners did purſue his Herſe. 
But ſhoul weall our Tribute-tears now pay 
Equal to's worth, and our own loſs this day, 


I 4 The 
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The Strand would (like the Thames) with Water 
flow, - 

And ev'ry ſtreet would a deep River 'grow.. 

White-Hall would feed the ftreams with new 

_ ſupplies, 

And to make Waves would vent out deep-fetcht 
ſighs. | 

Since he from noble Veins deriv'd his Blood, 

He by great aQs his Pedigree made good. 

(If Loyalty on Earth hath now elteem) 

It's Magazine was ſituate in him. 

No greater loſs could on our State befal, 

' He was the great Palladium of all. 

His ſacred Vertue did tranſcend each Sphere, 

He dwelt 16 Heaven when he ſojourn'd here. 

No Pride, no Pomp, nor praiſe puft/up his Soul; 

"Twas Zeal that wing'd lum to the Starry Pole. 

Humility her Darling might him call; 

So ready he would condelcend to all, 

If Honour then and Vertue e're in One 

Conjain'd, he was that Heav'nly One alone. 
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HYMNS. 


A Penitemtial Hymn. 


How long wilt ileep ſecure ? 
all nothing, nothing thee controul * 
Doſt reſt ! Oh! this is pure, 
When Hell for thee doth gape her thirſty jaws, 
And Satan threatens with his angry Paws. 


I. 
A tow Awake, my drowſy Soul ! 
h 


2. 
Break forth my Breaſt in ſudden cries, 
Prevent th' approaching woes ! 
Rouze (alas !) rouze my umb'ring Eyes ! 
Will ye for ever cloſe ? 
Ah ! Guſh forth tears,deplore thoſe fruitleſs Ways, 
' Whercin I fooliſh ſpent my former days. © 


3. The 
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J. 
The dying Tree. doth now revive ; 
And I, forſaking Death, 
- Donow begin to ſeemalive, 
And draw my wav'ring breath. 


Pll truumph now, and drown my crimes in tears; 
Pll truſt in God, and caſt off Helliſh fears. 


4 
m_ (O works of darkneſs!) fly, 
o more T'll call you mene ; 
I now ſhake off ſin's Lethargy, _ _ 
And am {O Lord !) all thine. 
O guide me. therefore in theſe ſteps'to thee, 
And grant, that I thy Servant ſtill may be. 
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A Spiritual Hymn. 


m_ God ! 0 Higheſt Pow?r |! 
ar ror 
ty Lord!) 
Who Jwellh 1a gn Catetia Tow. 


2, 
[The Heav'n, The Earth doth thee abey ; 


Thou calmſt the Waves ; 
Thou free*ſt ſin's Slaves 3 
O're all things thou doſt bear the ſway. 


O cleanſe me from Sin % Leprolie ! 
O purge my heart, 
And ev'ry part | 

Let me no more lin's Vaſlal be. 


O waſh, O waſh away ach {pot ! 
Let not one ſtain 
In me remain ; 

And all my former Crimes out blot. 


. 


5. 
My Soul (O Lord !) create anew, 
And pure like thee, 
OQleritt bet 
That I thy wond'rous works may ſhew. 


6. 
In thee (my God !) If put my truſt 
I'll ſerve thee rill . 
| And fear none 1ll, 
Let envious Satan do his worſt. 


| = 
My God ! My God! I'll ſpread thy Fame, 
I'll ſing always 
Hallelujahs, 
And will for ever praife thy Name. 


Peni- 
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_—— 
—_ 


Penitence. 


UT on (O Muſe!) a penitential hue, 
And with Caſtalian drops thy Face bedew ; 

That with a weeping ſhow'r of mournful Verſe, 
I may the praiſe of penitence rehearſe. 
Welcome,O pleaſing Legacy of tears! 8 . 
—_— deep ſighs, which pierce the Heay*nl 

SPIETES. 
A contrite heart is Heav*n's beſt Sacrifice, 
Acceptable*ſt in great Jehovah's Eyes. . - 
The Cordial of Repentance doth revive 
Our Souls being dead 1a fin, tho ſeem alive. 
The groans of Converts open Heaven's Gate, 
And do provide for them a happy State. 
Thus pious David (tho had gone aſtray) 
Did Heaven's wrath by*s penitence allay : 
And as his ſins were great when he rebelPd 
*Gainſt God, fo he in penitence excelPd. - 
"Tis this, that doth our drofſy Souls refine, 
And makes us in pure innocence to ſhine. 
No Man's own Merits carrhim ever ſave, 
'Leſs he for Chriſt with penitence doth crave; 
Ju muſt with trembling , and with careful 

ear 

(O Man!) thy own Salvation work out here. 
Since none (alas !) can prove ſo innocent, 
Who may not for's repeated Crimes repent. 


Whilſh 
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Whilſt ſtill we ſwell the number of our ſins, 

And ev'ry day a new addition brings. 

The beſt of men in frequent errors fall, 

And can't preſerve themſelves {cot-free from all 

The tempting lures of ſin; But forc'd to yield, 

Do beat it off again with Chriſtian Shield. - 

But grant we could perfift without a fault, 

And ne*re from facred Righteouſneſs revolt ; 

We all did 1a Sin's Leprolie begin 

* Our Lies, and from our Parents drew the Sin, 
Which we muſt waſh,and purge away with tears 

Of Penitence, which guilty Souls Rill clears, 

Or elſe we can't unſpotted Garments keep, 

Nor pleaſe our Lord, the Shepherd of his Sheep: 

Turn then, O turn toGod, repent your Crimes, 

That Chriſt may owa you in the latter times. 
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A Hymn of Confeſſion. 


——@ 


x. 
Ood God ! In what an everlaſting gire 
My black and loathſome fins go round ; 
They pals the num'rous Sands 0 th? ſhore, 
Nor are the Stars of Heaven more, * 
Yet ſtill encreaſe, they more abound, 
And ev'ry day doth raiſe the number higher. 


x 


2. 
Oh ! Rouze my ſleepy Soul ! A ſtronger guard 
Thy watchful Enemies require. 
Still ſtand prepared with thy arms 
T” oppoſe the Devil, and his Charms: 
And when thy ſubtle Foe creeps nigher, 
Strait with theShield of Faith his force retard. 


- J 
How long wilt thou th* Aigyprian darkneſs love ? 
How long intend'ſt to live ſecure ? 
How long the light of Goſbar ſpurn? 
Wilt from thy obſcure ways ne're turn ? 
F How can'{t ſuch Labyrinths endure, | 
Where light ly's hid, and thou i*th' dark doſt rove ? 


K 4. With 
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4 

With ſpeed _-_ this ſteep deſcent of Hell; 
This Precipice tread on no more; 
Climb up again, repent thy fall, 
And for God's boundleſs mercy call ; 
Then Hell forgive thy ſins before, 

And Satan's future onſets will repel. 


e Mno- 
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1. Another: 


| ' I, 
Oo -long..(O Lord !) [fat Earthly Vanities 
Pve been a Candidate ; 
*T was worle than Hell, or fate 
To-live reſerv'd tor Heav?n,' and leave my toys; 
With magick charms'they tic?d me on, 
Obſcuring their deluſion. 


T60t 0402 T36SH viti {i Be 
Thoſe Czrce5-Cups, Thoſe Srex-Songs of fin 
Allur'd my Soul away, 
Pleaſing when they*d deſtroy; (begin 
But now (kind Heav*n !) their betray*'d Snares 
To ſhew a treachirous Scene of woes, 
The precipice of my repoſe. 


Good God! What nit did my Soul purſue! 
On what weak grounds I ſtood ! 
Bubbles, or worſe I wo@'d ; 
Fate,Death,and Hell,theſe pleaſures would enſue; 
Dead in fin, charn'd with toys, no care 
For an Immortal Lite Id ſpare. 


K 2 4. (O 


"on "Divi Om ad Fe 


(O mighty Lord !) in hs _— ways 
Was my blind Soul then lead ! 
Bow Bid Bow down my head! (praiſe 
Bend, Bend my Knees! Im — my hands ! Thy 
My T ng: ſing forth, and mercy crave, 
Mercy, which doth poor poches | fave., 


} B 


Inow (O Lord!) Fo choſe abs] 
" "That thus to fin entice; 
Away, begone, black Vice! 
My purged Breaſt nomore ſhall prove your Tents, 
To thee (great God !) my Heart doth ſoar, 
Guide then, that it relapſe'no more. 


Divine Premsinnd Bhmw. © 131 


AE 


C_ ht. At. A. 
4 "OR OO OT OO nn OO I III te i. A. _—_— OT TT" "I tt th Mid VI 


My PRATER. 


A Y God! My God ! who dwelt in Heay*n 
-_ ; above, 

And yet vouchſaPft to us poor Worms thy love, 

Accept, Accept a truly contrite heart, 

And to my early Pray'rs thy Ears impart ec 

Prevent (O Lord!) anon finful ways, 

And turn my heart from all theſe Earthly toys; 

Direct, direCt my ſliding ſteps to thee, 

And ſtill preſerve me from fin's Lethargie. 

O purge my Soul, and the Old Man divorce! 

Guard me with Angels, and damp Satan's force. 

Let me (O Lord !) no _—_— Vaſlal be ; 

But keep me from Satan's tefnptations free. 

To Faith and Righteouſneſs my heart incline; 

And let thy diQtates ſtill my will confine : 

So that, when I have led a godly Life, 

And well have finiſhed my Warlike ſtrife, 

And thou (O Lord!) art pleagd to call away 

My Soul to thee, to taſt of Heav'aly Joy, 

I may it cheerfully to thee reſtore, 

And joytully to thy Tribunal ſoar, 

Where I through Chriſt may abſolution have, 

And through thy mercy Crowns of glory crave; 

There with thy Choirs of Angels ling always 

' Praiſes to thee; until the latter days, | 

When Heav'n and Earth ſhall in confuſion ly, 

And Chriſt ſhall come ia his bright Majeſty ; 

A 


ad 


| 124 Divine Poems and Eymns. 


 Andin  INESs Aſfſizes keep; (ſleep, 
Whea the laſt Trump ſhall rowze all thoſe that 
And Summon 1a all Nations to appear, 
In Judgment their laſt Sentence now. to hear ; 
Where all to give a ſtrict account muſt come, 
Some to receive;their Bliſs, .and ſome their doom. 
Then, then let me (O God !)* on thy right hahd 
Amongſt th' Eletted Saints in-glory ſtand ; - * -- 
And when cach Judgment's giv*n, take me with 
thee, #6 5 © RS Tfy 
Enjoying thy bright preſence Kill to be. © * 
| 1931 411103 bi 
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Oe On 


Vale Mis. 


I. 
Arewel, ye fair Inſpirers of Mars Soul ! 
Farewel, O ſacred Muſe, 
Adieu, Adieu. 
Tho? I could rather chooſe 
To dwell with you, 
Did Heav'n by Coptra's not my will controul. 


| y 
To Law I'm calPd ; Then muſt I not obey 
What Heav*n for me ordains ? 
Let Fancy fret 
Confin'd in golden Chains ; 
No more [1] treat 
My fruitleſs Muſe, at beſt a pleaſing toy. 


